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TERRE HAUTE, (WEDNESDAY, МАУ. 29, “1910, 


Ñ ^ б< Welcome-to you in this rétalgent springtime, wearers of the coat Í A 


SON N “оғ blue. bearers of honored scars! You are the mighty trees the storm { / ) 
\ ре not uproot, the living monument of heroic days.’ From your L^ 
mal d faces has fled the agony -of the battle field; and the anguish of parted 
love no more makes wet your eyes with grief s hard tears. May your' 
meetings. be filled with many olden stories, bereft of РАНЕ Бу the 
‘gentle mist of memory. ‘and made kindly toward all our country Бу" 
‘the flight of times Pnceless will be your memory, silver-haired men of f 
‘old! Palsied be the tongue that would darken the luster of your heroic. 
past! Unforgotten i is your sacrifice. the agony of the field, the muffled: | 
‘drum, the courage that fear could not terrif y; and the faith that prison. 
ud hospital - could not corrupt The memory of your sacrifice. 
‘shall be a heritage to all future generations, for love of freedom is im- 
mortal in the human breast. By.the winter fire children yet unborn 
will read your story with glorified sadness. And your dead selves. 
will make for patriotism. and for реасе, > The brotherhood of man 
"will trom your memories receive a new hope, that from the earth the 
scourge of war be banished and love be kindled i in the hearts of men. 1 
'see your columns slowly- matching lost the bivouac of the stars, 
Д within whose camping ground there is no bugle call, and piercing 
‘wounds have lost ther stg. When you һе still in-dreamless sleep.. 
ket time and love have joined the songs of blue and gray, we will not 
< let your memory "perish. When all forgotten i is the carnage of your 
| dreadful wars, m will we not let your memory. RE for it shall be 
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s 1 эт 1 е алй ЛАР ы See AS 
д k With this promising Бедил the t ~ 
of erery lights o? that^ city and Иш НОТАХ < 


havea waited- anxiously the appearance ofi. 


T us iin the hew ‘volume, and Мг Ehrmann has] d um 
ү. INTO PORSY hot disappointed them.. -While an eartfer з 
A. NIS J : | eritisism. deciaring his productions feo ber 


tu Eu “ , 3 = ç 775 
= ear a у сы. © оки oc te Ryan qaq 
v Dumb | СА И as aie 

ionic робата for и : 
— 'me.with-"* Yes'Um” and | autnor- 


TERRE AUTE 
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"herein* He Makes 


i e Tics"! the! 
employed .''the- nebiest. blank! 
srt 


" | verset exclusively in. the "new volume.’ 
nce with Pants.” K there is. everything from rhyme to sme- 


Б roa х 5 ns em bins ^" eas between Walt: 
PE 5 7: —| Whitman and the French prose poems, 2: 

[лс булу! AGT): ; [баа as which surely ig curiously interest. 
J- 5 AN ОМЕВАЕЕ ` 
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' ЕТЕМ have I sat by the evenin; À 
lamp and read of the marty: S 
of o'd times—lovers of truth ar Ж ОЁ 

7 of men. scornful of comfort-and good rf mi 

pute. Often I stretched my hand acro 

„the past to take theirs and whispered 2405, 

solace to their souls: But they are dead 
and writhe no more {тот mortal blows. 

Their names are- graven high in the E: 
house cf fame; and my whispers fell © 
silent on their soundless ears. * Now 
would T celebrate a living lover of men. 
There he goes. See the tall figure. bent 
shouiders—this jailbird presidential can- 
didate—thrice presidential candidate of 

these United States. Also ex-coalshovel- 

er—this lover of men, hater of shams, 

vin Markham Їз not а long-hair z: advocate of comfort for all who work. 
cf. stanzas" without. visible} 1: ; Have vou heard him speak to the peo- 
ple? The sounds of hell are in his voice. 
and his face is lit with the red fires of 

i heil Eis eyes are not blinded by сиѕ- № 


ting. While mot krown=to-be an advacate - 
WAKER? of simplified: spelling. Mr. Ehrmann has! 


үл. displayed. considerable + independence» іп - 
ssa 1 eee ect ns well as-In his use of Eng- | 
H a E 5 Ish; £ 4% ^ ` M OUEST. - г. 
y у З Опе of-the. first verses proclaims the; 
t Let That | poet's:destre-* to:gladly go aP EXE 
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Ес. Dwarf; Geniu 
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With false” 
apis with: 


d $ НИЕ is one 

LP e ^ га; | mthe ortho 

The town-of Werre Haute; Ind.. has k дох roles of spellings -° ое 

2 burst forth’ іпіо doycus.song, with: ther 

RE : И publication of ajvolunre of thes poems o 

: 2 Max Ehrmann. Thejauthor, whose versa 
ы * 


“SQ @ithroughomt ine State as в prosperous 
deed 4 


ae í - J it is quites LA 
manuzacturer of overal's.- Poetic tenden-btho use of thd rezulur Е 
cies Have not so far impaired the а ft the 


ў H | literary circles of the poet's hon - 
tion for durability: and general excellence ОЗУП. : 


ч Spee бл л C1 tom, and fashion is no sword against his 

oz the поегз modus vivendi, so to speak. Ae tee He ET AUTE епа Ж words. He builds revolutionary fires thac 
Tt is not suelr a surprise; however, tolin a qnatrain entitled ©“ At the Opera” 

find a 


"zen of Indiana struck with the |" "Тіз grand. I-cried, as the song ЕЙ: 
iving "ire when engaged fa the таапи- |. music aweetly wild: › 


My friend replied, '' You ne'er 

tura ot overalls, for was not the hera Я Thesprattte’ of your child.” ae = 
" Reeardin’ "Terry-Hut'' a-hundlin’’» Home and mother are а 

Gibbes’s churn? И this" tccupation~ he | 


a lso-sung in 
poems," as Гог instance: or З 

“trnveied ‘round! the grand ole State of? 

Trang 7 


we, hame: drain and the гості fs stil 
3b = s Save faintiy h к-г 

a те returned tad зонта absent e iy nums the low-tumed ii 
k ^4 ^ conten’ and cuss: the towns where] 


‹ Am insect buzzes. now and then, 
.And-the rain is patierfnz in the т) 
LX. ne had went," Ва." boast and strut Seri АИ: Беча 
C around the streets nf Terry Hut? thereby po апа thers rockt of 

$ такта that elty’sidébut in the -ealms P = ау» 
~ ` 


Gi тту 


| burn the rubbish of sanctioned сгаей 
= Has he talked to vou upon the street. or f 
— within а house—his honse or yours? The Ec 
zs "Agi voice of a woman is his. and a heart as Ë 
ws ч! tender. ITas he called vou fool? Likely 
o eal you are one, placid toiler, working and 
287 not thinking. % Tall figure with bent 
shoulders, I know your tender heart and f 
"your strong will—vou who are generous- 
ly loved and generously hated. I have 
seen vor gather strength in the night. 
plavful like a child, dreaming of a better 


The new Сугісізс of Indiana has never | 
айол} winess 16 absorb or wholly | 
dwar? "зо arusticside-of his-nature. Some 
š he was known as.the author of 
ystory of Madeline Le Bianch’”’ 

Fearsome Riddle,’ both published 
Terra Hante, and Which The Los 
Times said. compared .''in in- e 
у *^ Conan Doyle. but in atmosphere °x 


of men. T have seen уси stand erect 
{ T with a light in your face when a!l men 
- turned their backs and night had еп- 
shrouded vour cross. Never stood man 
more erect, the target of established Ë 


malice. Your crime was that you sought 
give cometaing ОБЗ the: impression. af |; to make the dreams of poets л fact 
Етапк усе" t ges ! among men. T have seen the scars that Ë 
|| The “rst poetic Achlevement, however, | the teeth of greed have left upon vour 
ewes oo ad “ Breaking Home Ties," of 


twitch 
pe Е. ге 


(оса! eritics remarked tnat 
them. respectively; of Shake- 
and; Wordsworth and« 
nz toe The Terre Hau 
a. ihe-qualides. of c 


fiesh. But I have never seen you cringe. 
* I do not wait fer history to celebrate 
vou. Т ceiebrate vou before tbe history 
is written that will celebrate you. before re : 
the tomb has canonized vou and it has #6 
become the fashior to sing vour praise— g 
you crier in the wilderness for justice re 
and the love of men. (S 


dos 


Hm 


Tells 


~~ Worked from 1340 17 
‘Entered DePauw. Uni- 
and graduated in "1894. 
2 Post-graduate stu- 
* Gent in philosophy 
at-Harvard, 15934- 
„95 апа! 97-98. At 
Harvard edited 
. “The Rainbow,- 
national college 
fraternity maga- 
;zine. 1898 "A Far- 
rago," first hook 
Sua ss _ Studied 


age 


1220 


СЫ Dep- 
обу? state's. attor- 
j ney-one year.” De- 
clined .nomination 
ta the State Senate : 

us š ша at 26. 1399 “Soci- 
x “Sety and the sur- | 
“МАХ ЕЦЕМАММ, ‘vival of ' the» Fit- 


Jue readings from his works asd con- 
| Unued occasional: public readings [: 
4j throughout the United States. 19083, 
| “А тоойетл Metaphysical "Doctrine"— 
1 ‚| lecture. 1293, published SAC Prayer” 
I mary e;ions). 1904; 
1 | Breaking поте Ties,” a third! book. 
| 1905 “Breaking Home Ties” get to 
‘music by ‘tin Berlin. 1906, public 
readings of "Breaking. Home>. Ties?” 
1908, publisaod “А Prayer and Selec- 
| Ptions" fourth book. - 1906, published 
| | “Poems.” £t Dook 1907, “Some 
eons of Arc’—lecture. | 1907, pub- 
| Ushed “Who  Entereth’ Here апа 
Selections," sixth book? 1910, elected 
a member of the Authors’ Club of Lon- i) 
‘Чоп. The 


| completa colicetion of the shorter prose ' 
| And verse poems, including “The Light 
of the Sun.” 

“Т never hava desired the ‘reputation 
of being Sout, I would rather be 
known as 2 servant of men. If I have га 
written poetry, it was im the hope that | 
LI might heir at least a little to soften 
р tha hard places in life. to arouse the 
я : injustice 


n 


i 
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i itest"—iecr;ze. 1899, “phe: Mystery of 
| ‘ Madeline La Bianc, second book pub- 
| ЗЕ Нзвед. (Sis cdittons.) 1899, “The Pes- 
“Fs simism T Schopenhauer’—lecture. 
“4; 1900, wrere "The Animals,” a" play. K 
‚1901, “The Animais” produced—failed. 
i 1301, “A Century of American Litera- Ë 


; | ture”—lecture. 1902, began to give pub- Ё js an out 


Д 
published $ given his best work for seven years | 
J Stylists | 


3 treatment of life'and the power that 


" cepted as: truthfut. 


nme? now published ts а f the authors "work. 


hh brotherhood oti man. It ig a beautiful 57, 


Hi qu Story |! 


world, but’ mot well organized Let 
j every one, therefore, litt his voice for Ë 
1 justice: “In ту imperfect. way I have 
{\ littedzmine; and the hope of < etter |. 
«| апа sweeter. life kase been thes "pur- Ё 
| pore’ of my sones"— From lectare H- 
| ботс Canons o£ Art.” ' 
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“ene ET $f the volume that best re- | 
| fects the author as his friends know! 
j him: is "The Book of Rebellion.” This! 
за rare collection, mostly- in—blank 
| verse, which is a favorite form of the} 
| writer: Some of the ideas are advanc- 
,ed.and.even Dold in the Higit of pres- 
jent day Гы егуй The poet'has painted 


| given- e n а personal touch. Half con-¥ 
lcealed there із an appeal to people - A 
ibe naturgl.and live better Иуез. ^. Tnel Us 


‘happenings im the streets,’ ‘in husiness © i ae 
; and social life and the lessor easily eant. LE 
‚бе reads s 
} On the’ Shores of the ‘Sky > 
Gloaming and the Night, In the Garden * 
„ОЁ Love, The- Crowded World; "Tales, 
Prayers and.Confessional, are the other 
groupings offpoems and sketches, The 
; prayers contain the rare bit of work 
i that won thé author world wide recog- 
nition and. other new offerings, - Some | 
are in style similar to the first prayer, Ë [x 
j while others im .verse.; In each there 
pouring of soul for more lizht, 
unshine in life and truth in action that I 
j wil leave happiness and beautiful 
A memories, > š 

It із easy to belleve that in his: new l- 
volume of poems Мг. Ehrmann has 


Š 


may ` not- approve: and his 14% 
$ frank ness may provoke censure from 
come persons who would avoid" know- 
ledge of worldHness, But Ehrmann 
could be nothing if not natural, and his 


moves men and women usss “be: ++ SN 


we a 


Mr. Ehrmann's publishers, the Dodge бя 
| Publishing }Company of? New York, 
have puti out ап, attractive valume- for | 
The books: alread 
have not > demand which’ assure Ë 
the most tensive circulation of апу-! 
thing, уе done by Mr. Ehrmann: а 


to banish. th . 
The author does’ not ане 
us às to whether the insect уала 
quito. ога June-bug. =» ox 
Agcastonaly Мг. Ehrmann Dora ss, his 
in »jration- from other poets. He gives; 
а version of Villon’s famous inquiry as: 
to the where&bouts of the snows of 
ter-y ar, only he asks after thes 
of other years,” „апа no menton what- | 
snever is made ot F. Villon. t- Tiere ів | 


alsa am In Š 
request thai iry should call the cattle |^ 
"Upon bene y E s 


bcok called ** In the Gardens of Amour, 

wherein, ed fin the that the thor. із a 
con?t-med bachelor) Не dispis k 
gost sympathy for all unmarried toli. His 
ieelings are particularly touched by th 

vision of Ionesome ladies, all of whom; 
апрагепИу have missed their mates. One; 
wails pathetically, “Am I not worthy 
Have i not been good?" while another 
asks, “Ат I not meek?" — р. 
Apparently both the Man from Toma 
and the Gentleman- from Indiana Нота, 
both to gm right straight beck ther 

re they would be so much арргес 

| atert Oe Wy 
` Amid these bits of poesy one finds 
uatrain written as а motto for the overall 
| misi A : š 
ч r 13 meent to Der. ^ 

oS one shouli be a shirker; 
But greater far, 

To cream-and he я worker, 


| conditions brought out ars every arse Bars 


yx 


š 


P 1 of undeniable genius.” 


с. 1 consi 
“М ing in his love poems that he ts a true | 
a student of the human heart. 


4 tion.—St. Louis Republlc. 


2$ other press notices Мг. Ehrmann’s last 


~ " SANE 


‚МАХ EHRMANN’ S POEMS 

MAX EHRMANN’S POEMS are be- | 
ing widely noticed. 

In commenting on the book, the Buf- 

й falo Courier said. "It shows a deep vein 


The Baltimore American says: ‘Mr. Ë. 


master of the technique ot verse.” 
The Cleveland Plain Dealer pro- 


in part, “flercely iconclastic.” 

The Seattle Times says: "In this 
book of poems Mr. Ehrmann shows! 
iderable versatility: Besides show- 


the last F 
poem in the book, “The Task.” 13 ап £” 
almost savage attack upon the atroci- 
ties of accumulated wealth. Here he 
has painted the pictures of despair, 
and sounded the cries of the human | 


often done before.” 
A notable book.—Kansas City Star. 
Originality is the most notable feat- 
ure.—Detroit News, 
- The author never misses his point.— ae 
Minneapolis Journal. ` er 
Some choice particulars of fact and 


Max Ehrmann's Poems are too weil 
known to need а laudatory introduc- 


"On the Mountain Top" and “А Let- 
ter to a Solitary," are classics of their 
kind, simple. beautiful and straight; 
from the serious part of one's ехрегі- {> 
ence. "There is а largeness about this 
volume, a sweep of expression that 
covers a wide range of experience, and 
life is here viewed as from a great 
eminence.—Scranton Times. 

The spirit is wholesome and the 
$ philosophy sound.—Indianapolis Star. 

Judging from the above, and many 


book is destined to a high place in 
contemporary ета 


Tis like the Шапе of starsrint quiet night: 
Ë ЗА husltand stillness: of-the world within 
МУ. pountimi as is. out harvest. tim 


‘often be. a gut of a: 
known, some. in thi 


гу: piece: of th 
ed's inches. of the Te 


;throsug e ut the United States and Eng- 


Папа last week The book; 18 “being 5 
cageriy not t only by: IMT.: таны 


“grass.” 


`= 


Of her own. seit, ‘unforced, ies up the f 


"ds let it be. other apie: 
you. pay for me: sn bitter 


ead 
read, 


ies m much 


The 26 und a бс кошш Q us M OL Ne QUE: Er 
“Thought - you loved: my soup” 4g 


find. the: ‘bitter’. disappointment] 
ork “Marobius’ ‘Is VE er 


о ne plea forth 


Bat Й х 
her cry is the cry of ‘thousands’ ofi 

women: n not.only of. the Roman days. of 
the *'aesars, but of thousand 


Hone Im ¿America ара’ in eee land. § 


tender би 
sities of hu 
fearlessly £ 
portant: subject, 3 
delemte style in 
sanctity. of the subject, £ 
The original Deme u о: the book—} 
a ^biank verse play of büt опе act. and 
three charac ters is something. unique 
ina literature, ‘а plays dealing swith D К „ ih ded. 
probléms' of обез the “piay,*ranks oe zT x: asks ss 
with the strongest produced ‘within’ the x: TT we ad 
last: generation, ава ms the “negotis- 
tions of the pu rs.to have the: “play 
produced are successful it should prove I 
as popular as e Servant” duc Pe 
House" or “The Melting Pots? 
MS book marks {Бе highest аа 
f£ of the growing literary SRH ОЁ 
Мах Ehrmann ang the universa theme 


is hancig- in а mannmzer-^ “which > Pro- 
гокез healthiui thought ава will mark 


in ероев in th Hterature for: Meg -free- 
£ bak woman 


£m dt sparkles with the: brizhtnes о 


рОН С 


ере. 
Haute is Аза that out, of h 'sordid- 


A аа ар 


4 "You love m: ъоау yis x 

Yo ou love. the. pleasure that I give to you. 

w ae you аге caim you have no. need of 
— 06 


А nd. Gay aad Nigh’ 2 scoditate alone. 
Then in a frenzied Без yo came to me; 
And I but live to feed your maddened fire. 
I am а sea-your storm-winds beat tpon { 
і мискей jum es your flames} 


PEACE SHALL LIVE 


By Max EHRMANN 


The passionate. ARES, of tlie AS 
band that she yield herself, that she 
robe hares m her richly festooned 


The guns are still, the dead sleep on. 
The blind and crippied walk the streets, 
Bereavéd hearts bright colors don, 
Again the pulse of factories beats; 
Nightmares and grimy days have fled, 
Forgotten are the dead. 


ve ot Баа 
irudgery and’ satisfy 
f his. lust. isi 
is laid. in the ante- 
idia, the wife of the 
toman gener Marobius,. “The: time 
з 58 B.C. The wildiy barbaric, splen- 
or of the gilded cage, wherein. ‘the 
ung wife has been trapped, forme: a 
icturesque set tor the play... The | 


The entire s 
schamber. of C 


are depicted t by the: poet with a: vivid > 
!ness which Stamps his work among 
the leading’ productions of American 


| literature. Marobius~ See out in; his 
passiom =“ 


Around the world from every land 
The prayers and KOREAN never cease— 
For swords and men? Nay, heart and hand 
To build the dream eternal peace. 


Disdainfully we speak reproof; 
:gnificence tendor of the set- || ru àrink'you. erush. you, feel your MEC: Proudly we stand aloof. 
nz, with the lamps, rich, tapes- on me... 
мез and 


zeis represent : Roman 


I cannot let you go. Бе still, be sti, 
eight of dts: sensual 


Else wilt E tear your flesh and таке: you 
bleed. — 


You are: ‘my wife; ma wife shall be су, 
wife!" 


Was it indiiference that sent 
Our sons the tides of war to stem? 

Through flaming fields and blood they went. 
Shall we not keep our faith with them 
Whose bodies lie on foreign leas 

Or toss in many seas? 


slopment. 


ut one Sener aracter than the 


1ürfied. couple introduced, Lydia, 
r old nurse of Claudia, 


The alere с осад, his: iow a 
conception of а wife, and he was en- 


tirely «70е to understand her plead- | 
ing c 


" grew largely 
е poet In writ- 
i Women, and 
1211$ 42:1 poems 
‘come the broader un- 

} The first of 
eeptance,” par- 
vs the theme of the | 

specially in thal: 


The keen, cold sword the flesh will feel, 
If once again the world shall quake 
And men back to the junzle steal. 

O Countrymen, the hour to stake 

Our all is here, lest grim alarms 

Again shriek out, `` To arms!” 


“Ati: Е and bronze and pearl, | бу: 


. Well nave you paid. me o'er and. ¡o'er 
again, 


For avery ме of my > detenseless- зен: 


Бу aii the written laws I am your wife; xd 
And being such.I am = loathed thing... Eo 


My yearning soul. you have not sought[. 
to бту. 


I would have given it for love alone." FP 

“What is this love of things one can- 
^ not touch?" to which she 
у for me, and 


TÉ 


A question burns within man's breast: 
In bloody wars shali man expire— 
Or by the arts of peace be blessed 
That lift his soul forever higher? 

My Countrymen, stand forth and give 
Your answer, '' 


makes reply: 
D yould that I-couid. form it into words 
And give it understanding іп your mind: 


is soft and loweand sweet, and ciamors 


at this price. | 
men somehow 


Peace shall live!" 


el te Es 


ium. 


Prints. “Kindly Light” as Part of EXPE 
Tribute to. Late Congress- =.) 
“man de n eS | 


prc | 
| à : Noms 
E 


~~ Let me de my work each day: and. 
if the darkened bours of despair over- 
take ле, may I not forget the strength 
that comforted me in the sadness af 
remember 


ésts of the changing years. -Spare 
me from bitterness- апа trom» the 
sharp passions-of unguarded moments: 
Mav I not forget that poverty and 
riches are uf the spirit. Though the 
"world know me not, may, mY thoughts 
and actions Бе апо as shall keep me 
friendly with myself. Lift my eyes 
from tis earth, and let me not forget 
“the uses of thesstars. Forbid that I 
judge others lest l/condemn myself. 
Let me not follow: the: clamor.of tue 
world, but walk calmiy in ту’ path. 
‚ Give me a few frlends who ill love 
"ma Гог what I am. and not for what 
Ниш Г maw possessi And though age 
‘and inürmitv.- overtake "me, and 

come not withine sight. of the castle 
206 my dreams, teach me still to be 
thankful ior life and for time's oiden 
memomes that аге good and sweet; 
and may the erening’s twilight find 
me gente stil. ^ HS 
-MAX EHRMANN. ` 


» 


в —— RR ur. 
ES v^ x ^A ^ T 
EATEN М2 A 
Cold lies the lifeless earth, the birds 
are gone. and through the naked 
trees the shri!l wind whistles. Though 
the work! outside be chill and dead 
may the "world within us resound with 
zleer ul songs, and the chambers of our 
t hearts be warm with-hope:and love. 
And may many an evening’s merri- 
ment, beside the hearthstone’s cheer- 
ful glow, make sweet the passing time. 


— Мах Ehrmann. 


р 


О SWEET CONTENT 


O Sweet Content! where is thy mil: 
abode 


b here I may dwell in endless peace? 
Show me ihe much-sought road 
And rive the lease. 


The answer came, “Then cease to vain- 
ly roam 


mind.” 


—Мах Ehrmann. 


That Max Ehrmann’s fame: as 
writer of beautiful things of nu- 
tibnal extent {shown by the Congres- 
sional Record? of “Feb. 14. . Claudi 
Bowers has been showing a speech} | 

" made by Congressman Barnhardt. on 

the occasion of the: memorial services 

3 for the late Congressman Brick in the} 
House of Representatives, which e 
ciuded with a tribute to Ehrmann and|- 

quotation from bis works. The ex- 
tract from the address follows: 

“And as an appropriate benedictionj-— ^" 
to his life and an inspiration for из, 
shall we» all join т the humble but — 
uplifting consecration vouchsafed tof 

“mankind by lifes santuary in Max 
Ehrmann’s ‘Kindly Light’: ` 

“Tet me do my work each day, and 
if the darkened hours of despair оуег-} | 
come me, may I not forget the 
‘strength that comforted me in the des- 

4 olation of other times. May І stili 
'remember the bright hours that found! > 
me walking over the silent hills of my!. 
childhood or dreaming on the margin 
of the quiet river, when а Nght glowed 
within me and I promised my eariy:. 
God to Have courage аш! the tem- Е: = 
‘pests of -the changing years. Spare! 
me from the bitterness and from the! 
sharp passions. of* unguarded  mo- 
ments. May I not forget that poverty 

1 and riches are of the spirit. Though : 

| the world know “me not, may my 
thoughts and actions be such as shall} - 

"Xeep me friendly with myself. Lift 
m'eyes from the earth and let me not | ~~ 
Jorget the us@scof the stars. Forbid} 
that Г should judge others, lest I con- 

"3 demn myself. . Let me. not follow the. 
|ciamor of the world but walk calmly È š 
їл my path. Give те а few friends! =~ 
1439 who will love me for what I am, and IET HE 
keer: ever: burning before my vagrant 

ps the: kindly light?ef hope. And] / 
ugh аде and: infinity overtake me {> 
d I come not within sight of the, 

Astle of my dreamsteachme still to ! 

ў thankful for life and for time's | 
Iden memories that are. good anl] 

fsweet; and ‘may the evening’s twilight 

find me gene stil’ -— dE 
The speech'of Congressman Загп-. 

i hart, according to. Mr. Bowers, who 

read and ddlivered in eulogy of Con- 

gressman Brbk, was far the most] $^ mn ads : ak, 

beautiful and eloquent “and 12а пр о > { : 


naturally to the !ntroduction о’ the 


| 
| 
| 
| 
] 
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Starving children in many countries! Widow- 
ed young women, and old women who never 
again will see their sons! Millions of soldiers 
in the last bitter hours of mortal agony! 
Gnawed skulls in the slimy bottoms of many 
seus! "Phe Kaiser spares his own sons, yet 
проп his head is the blood of ten million men, 
In Dante's picture of hell he has no equal. He 
is the brutal soul of savage beasts put into 
ишан shape, the maddened dog that learned 
Our common speech, the viper standing upright 
о Цей as man. For vanity he set the world 
aflame. Too long the crown has crazed his tes- 
tered brain. Why should we not hate? IL is 
tine for hute, aud sacrifice born of brooding 
hate! Why wait till the wounded come back? 
Why wait til the lists of the dead como in? 
Sometimes, sitting at my table in the night, 
suclenly 1 think I сап hear the newsboys 
breaking the silence with their far away cries 
oY "Extra! Extra!” Something tells me, 
“They've got hint". 1 listen again, The night 
is silent. The thing was born of the hope in 
my brain. But sometime it will be true! Then 
threugh all the world will go up a prayer of 
thanks! And through all eternity, the anguish 
that he wrought will territy his outeast soul, as 
to und fro it wanders trembling through the 
pits of hell! 1,the son of a German, who loved 
his native land but despised its government, 
wrie this. 


MAX EHRMANN, 
dn the New York Sun. 


"< 
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THE BULLET OR THE AX 


1 do not know what fashions of art, science, and 
philosophy may be in vogue in future times. But 
this I know: Nowhere will a nation cringe before a 
madman, such as the Kaiser, who Ваз made of the 
earth a graveyard and a funeral pall of the soul. He is 
the last of his kind. He is incomprehensible. He 
was born of a good woman, and nursed at her breast. 
He was playlul in childhood, and he had brothers 
and sisters. Не had all good things given him, as i£ 
the earth were a fairyland. He grew io manhood, 
loved, and had children of his own. lle had many 
beautiful gardens and stately palaces. He had every 
wish gratified by seventy million souls, Such a man 
should have become a very god of love and grati- 
tude. Instead, he turned and eut the breasts where 
children drink. Не often sat in a quiet woodland 
palace, and by a signature or a word sent hundreds 
of thousands of men to unspeakable agony and terri- 
ble death, yet he always spared his own sons. lle 
murdered little children, and cut off the hands of 
little boys. He tortured innocent young women by 
tearing them from their homes and transporting 
them Hke cattle to distant lands. We wantonly 
burned cities that held centuries of accumulated 
treasures dear to the art and learning of the whole 
world. lle dragged labor-weary old men and women 
Crom their homes and shot them. He shot thousands 
of prisoners because au ounce of steel cost him less 
than a piece of bread. In history he will consort 
with Nero, Tamerlane, and Ivan ihe Terrible—hu- 
man monstrosities! I do not know what men may 
think in future times, but this I know: They will 
demand to read that he, too, felt the quick, sharp 
agony of violent death. And if there be made a 
peace that does nol shed his blood, it will be a danined 
peace! For this America has clinched her fist. The 
living, the soldiers dead, posterity-—all demand for 
him the bullet or the ax! 


MAX EHRMANN 
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BY МАХ EWRMANN. 

Goons iningugs in Russia outdo the niaddest flights of the 
wildest fomensers The history of thesedntrigues from the Wiroboff- i 
Shoukhombontf affairs ta Lenine and Trotzky some day will be 
written in detail. That history will tax the credulity of posterity. The | 
German nation deliberately set to work to destroy Russia. And suc- 
ceaded so well that today, through the treacherous moral idiocy of 
Bolshevikism, Russia is in rags and bleeding from every pora. 

Let this be a warning to us. 


There are spies and intriguers still among us. They have impor- i 
tant work before them, They will tell us, all winter long, in a thous- 
and different subtic ways, that the battle is a draw; that we cannot 
defeat Germany; that Germany will never have a revolution as long 
as we are fighting her; that it fs a crime to shed more hlaod. In a 
thousand insidious ways we will be told this, because peace now or 
soon is the only thing that will save the lives of the human asps' 
that for four years have heen poisoning humanity. If we waver 
a hair's breadth in our resolution to see this war through, our chit- 
dien's children will disown us and posterity will write a curse by | 
our names in history, | 


William И, the political dinosaur, and his horned hrood must Бе \ 
put away with things that are past. From now on, for every city 


destroyed another shall ba destroyod, Let it be an eye for an eye and ^ 


a tooth for a tooth. There is no choice. They have so willed it. So 
let it be. | | 

German statistics show that, fram 1897 to 1907, the blond beast 
was tricd in court for outraging 93,513 of his own women—an aver- 
age of 9,381 per year, If the blond beast did that to his own women 
in peace times, what has he not done ta the daughters of our allies | 
in war times! 

The sting of war must he carried to his hearthstone. It shall be 
war to the death. Not for revenga; but that the blond beast may 
rise up from the bloody mire of his own defeat a boast no longer. 
This is the soldiers' task. And the civilians’ task is to stand behind ' 
the soldier. 

Are you with us or against us? If you are with us, lend money 
ta ihe government. If you are against us, may your 
crucify xp Hr жк your ісу erlizens overlook the task. 
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~ And, burden sore, by 
Moreover, not a w D] 


Who passeth me bearing urdens great and зта 
‘Such аз the leech-like: load. that on me lay. js ү. ; 
‘Then in the troubled, burden-bearing night, i «idc 
One crossed my path, a a torch was in his hand; as 


‚ And from its light I came to. understand 


But happy gift of God... For this E 
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Enrmadn's New Book Published— 
St A Passions Play,” by Мах 
aon, Terre Haute author. is now 
being printad by Mr. Earmann’s New 
York puolisaers. This play covers the 
last tires days in the life of Christ. 
There are Зе acts. fifty-two charac- 
several mobs. The спагас- 
piain. simple Hebrews ot 

ndred years ago. 

ann gave copies to a few 
re Haute friends. The Rev. 
almage. who was furcnisaed 
‘ue advance editions. has re- 


‘viewed it for The Spectator. Mr. Tal- 


characterization of Jesus upon the 
Stage nas not been ventured upon bv 
even che 11056 daring. ої modern 
dramatists. Authers have been con- 
tent, and wisely I think, to merely 
Suggest the spirit of Jesus in one of 
the characters as is done in ‘The Ser- 
vant in tae House,’ ог in ‘The Third. 
Floor Back.’ Only in strictly religious’ 
productions, as the one produced by 
the people of Oberammagau, are we 
asked ‘о lock upon a flesh and blood 
characterization of Jesus. Running 
counter io this universal dramatic 
reserva and sense of fitness is "Jesus: 
A Passion Рау’ by our own gifted 
Max Ehrmann; but inasmuch as the 
title relates the work to the classical 


forms of religious productions рго- ry 


duced by the devout in the name andj 
under che sanction of the church we? 
may not justly treat the work from a 
purely dramatice point of view. l 

“It is well to know the moral pur- 
pose with whieh Mr. Ehrmann writes 
before undertaking to read his book 
in which. of course, one finds the 
successful attempt to make the book 
personal theories. 
The author states his purposes thus: 
‘The persons who founded Christianity 
are here stripped of supernatural em- 
bellishment; and thev are represented 
as simple, real, ardent orientals in 
the türoes of a great and impending} 
tragedy. Thar the author keeps his 
purpose in mind there can be noB 
doubt; indeed it so engrosses his mind i 
that he appears to miss some fine ma- } 
terial that lav ready at hand for the 
making or a really great book. 

“So completely is the character of, 
Jesus stripped that naught but the) 


| merest fragmenis of a man is left. Tue}! 


resulting character which our author} 
presents ss the human Jesus would} 


not hav: caused so much as a ripple 


“fon the surface of even such volitible 


people as the citizens of ancient Jer- И 
Y : „2: эЛ 
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ü П. Hais upon tae whole à pas- : 
sive instrument played upon by every | 
vagrant breeze that blew upon him. i: 
The Jesus аз here presented would 


lacking is тпе characterization in the 
qualities of virile initiative; that 
quality we ever look for in the life of 


a great leader. 
valid presented as the real founder of 
Christianity ereates in the reader's 
mind visious of & well ordered sani- 
tarium, and never the possibility of a 
cross. : 

“Tm-contrast to the character of 
_Jesus the author presents us a living, 
Iorceful characterization of 
Here there is life and action even 
though the action leads to the utter 
ruin of all the hopes in the heart of 
Judas. To ‘await occasions, hurry 
never’ was not а part ct this man's 


greet the possible occasion. 


“From out of the multitude of other 
characters I would choose in crder_of 
careful drawing Pilate; Terreno, the 
Captain of tha Roman guard; Mary 
Magdalene, Joseph the Arimathean, 


“We have in the earlier productions 
of Mr. Ehrmann come to regard him 
as essentially a poet, and hence teel a 
real loss when in 'Jesus: А Passion 
‘Play,’ there is not the deep vein ot 
poetry which the subject matter war- 
rants us to expect. In leaving his 
natural field tc take up a thesis рго- 
duction buiit on ultra critical theolog- 


The psychopathic in- 


Judas. ; 


= 
philcsophy; rather he loved the acted =| 


word, and was ever on the road to š: 


S 


ical scholarship, both the author and =: 


the reader are the losers. 


“The ‘Play’ is divided into five por- b 


tions or acts, thus: 


"Act E—The cleansing of the Tem- 
ple. 1 

“Act II—Disputations in the Temple. 

"Act III—Gethsemane. 

“Act IV—The trial before Pilate. 

“Act V—The Resurrection. 

"In point of dramatic interest the 
fcurth and fifth acts stand out in 
strong contrast to the preceding. 


Ë ones, the action in all being slow. 


"That such writings as this last 
bock of Mr. Ehrmann's should appear 
at this time is an interesting religious 
exhibit; but that society or the indi- 
vidual is to be shaken loose irom the 
present day liberal interpretation of 
the lite of Jesus and related either in 
form or spirit to a personality on 
the lines our author lavs down is as 
little to be expected as desired. Jesus 
is not a miracle. This has been con- 
ceeded by thoughtful students for 
years. Has Mr, Ehrmann never ге- 
lated his evolutionary philosophy to 
the character of Jesus who appeared 
in ‘the fulness of time?’ At the time 
ef Jesus, Palestine was anything but 
a dying people, and Jesus appeared 
upon the stock when it was full of sap. 
Much in the New Testament is far 
aside from the historic Jesus but is 


Че mass of unauthentic material as 
vast as Mr. Ehrmann would have us 


believe? If we are to have а human 
Christ. then let him be perfectly hu- 
man." 


т Tribute To City’s Benefactors 


Incidental to exercises held Friday at the site of the Rose me- 
morial. om Dresser drive in proximity to Fairbanks park, in mem- 
ory of Chauncey Rose and other city benefactors, is recalled a poem 
written by Max Ehrmann, Terre Haute's own poet, in 1919, upon 
the occasion of the presentation of Fairbanks park to the city by 
Crawford and Edward P. Fairbanks. The tribute follows: 


>= 


` By Max Ehrmann. 
Upon this grassy, water margined ground, ^ 
Beneath these lovely trees, that rise so high, 
Will many children's voices wild resound 
Till in the West the summer day shall die. 


Here many a youth will whisper love sincere, 
And blooming maidens blush at lovers' ways. 

Here wanderers will rest and have no fear, 
Ambitious youth will dream of mighty days. 


The smooth and gentle river's endless flow, 
The magic amber of the setting sun, 

The trees through which the cooling breezes biow, 
Will sooth the weary when the day is done. 


Alike the young and swift, the old and slow, 
The rich and poor—here all shall equal stand. 
Here seaward they will watch the river flow, 
Here will their human sympathy expand. 
To men grown stooped and gray in after years, 
his lovely place will be а hallowed spot, 
When memory still the crooning river hears, 
And childhood's wondrous days are unforgot. 


To them who gave this ground for public weal, 
In war’s grim days of strain and stress, 

I speak the gratitude the living feel, 
The thanks the yet unborn will oft express. 
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THE TERRE HAUTE STAR, 
EHRMANN DE DEDICATES 


Hoosier Writer _ 
Presents Work ` 


ToN Native State! Li 


Terre Heute jte Poet and Dramatist 
Makes His Latest Production 
Gift to People of Indiana. 


ах Ebrmann, Terre Haute poet 1. 
dramatist, hes dedicated bis latest pro- 
duction, "Indiana," to Governor War- |. 
гып T. McCray. Mr. Ehrmann was in 
‘adiana polis recently as a representa- 

ve of the Paul Dresser Memorial as- 
sociation, and after his consultation 
with the governor on the memorial 
nroject read to Mr. McCray the poem 
бе wrote during a brief holiday visit ati 
Carruey RED i 

E governor was so cordial in his 
appreciation cf the poem that he asked 
and was granted by the author per- 
= ssion to quote from. it In his public 
resses previous ta the formal pub- 
tiza: on, Mr. Ehrmann presented the 
sovernor with an originel copy and 


said he would be honored if permission} 


was granted to dedicate Шы work to 
the governor. - 
indiana Anniversary Gift 

in giving his work to the governor 
‚ла the people of Indiana Mr. Ehrmann 
suggested that it be published today,| 
the anniversary ofthe admission of 

he state of Indiana into the sister 
hand of states, The author asked The 
E to send the poem to the editors 
че daily press of Indiana for pub- 
tion cm Indiana day. 
Ehrmann is a native o? Terre 
x > Не nas gained wide recogni- 
Som as а noet and d#amatist. While 
а was away from home during his 
work and has had temporary 
esid-ncs атту from Terre Haute at 
^? periods, he always bas held him-. 
aif a resident of Terre Hante: He in- 
TST at his greatest inspiraticn is in 
ioenr his home city. 
nppreciation of honorary mem- 


\ у 


ership conterred on him Бу ‘ths E 


L. o: 


tnis Chi». Мт Ehrmanmn zueet 
ха city his poem. “Terre а 5 
new production may be consid- 
companion work. It was in- 

amac by his love for and belief in the 
rd institutions of his state. 
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NEW POEM Rd 


а. а 7 a] a алана ы. 


-TO GOVERNOR WARREN T. м CRAY | 


Т (Оеасаыд to Governor Warren Т. Mecra) 


n Mar Ehrman 


The pioneers Hie i in their earthen peds. : 
Still show their faith and brawn to do and dare, 
In cities that lift high their lofty heads, о Sa 
In pleasant towns that prosper everywhere. ` Re 


What sturdy men have plowed these fertile fields, > 
Here in this land where pleasant rivers run— TEE 
Where wayside flowers, forests, harvest yields | 
Are nursed by never-failing гаш and sun! | 


s: Not moved by red rebellion's scarlet leer, 
* Nor whirlwinds shouting out sophmoric creeds. 


A toiling, peaceful life this people leads, ` x 
"The world's turmoils touch us but lightly here. | 
; reas | 


is If in some future time our country fall 
— Оп rocks of evil days, this middle land 
~- Will lift her up, her sanity recall, 

- And bind her wounds as with a mother's hand. 


For here we know no sections, east or west, 
Or north or south. Here are the people bound 
By many sacred ties to all the rest. 

Here is the heartbeat of the nation sound. 


$ 


т 


Dear Indiana, alwavs, as of old, 
Keep thou thy soul unsullied as the sea, 

Despising tyrants, whether mobs or gold— 
Compassionate mother of a people free. 
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MOTHER 


by Max EHRMANN 


До ! but dream, or do I look on thee 

Once more? "Tis thou, my eyes do not deceive. 

Again thon wbhisperest through the years to me, 

I feel the pressure of thy lips at eve. 
“theater thy kind угуттоо eyes t eey mme 

And hear sweet counsel that I should not grieve; 

My band in thine at twilight time as we 

Talk low, and I thy sweet caress receive. 

Yet oft I see thy face with sorrow wrung, 

Uniil, confused, I sometimes scarce believe 

That I still dream. Thy friends when thou wast young, 


Thine own great hopes, thy cheer and laughter free 
In some weird way are strangely baunting me. 

T bou mother of my chillbood's pleasant days, 
Still whispering courage and dispelling fears 

In sun-bit hours or quiet moonlight rays, 

Art thou a dream come from my younger years? 
Or dost thou really walk along the ways 

And know my trium pbbs, or the inner tears 

That cease when thon dost close beside me seem? 
Let me sleep on, dear God, if 1 but dream! 


Dnm MINE 
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A Delightful Occasion 

The Christmas party given by the 
Literature Department on Saturday, 
December 14, to honor our local poet, 
Max Ehrmann, was a very delightful 
affair. The Club House, in its holiday 
attire, was never more attractive. The 
fact chat there were more guests in. 
attendance than the Club House could 
accommodate comfortably was evi- 
dence that the honor guest has many 
friends and admirers among his fei- 
low townsmen. Mr. Ehrmann was 
quite the center of attraction and 
spent all the available time in re- 
miniscing with old friends and mak- 
ing new ones. 

Mrs. Steele, Chairman of the 
Literature Department, presided dur- 
ing tne luncheon. Our president, Mrs. 
Stimson, extended a most cordial wel- 
come to everyone present and par- 
ticularly to the honor guest. A few 
words of appreciation of our Terre 
Haute poet were spoken by Mrs. C. E. 
Weston, chairman of the Hospitality 
Committee of the Literature Depart- 
тегс; Mrs. Н. A. Huntington, chair- 
man of the program committee of the 
Literature Department; and Mr. Mor- 
ton Hayman, Secretary of the Cham- 
ber of Commerce. Mrs. E. E. Ramsey, 
general program chairman, gave the 
final fitting tribute to Mr. Ehrmann 
in the form of a toast, “to poetry and 
The Poet," after which all drank to 
the nealth of our guest of honor. 

The program for the afternoon had 
been arranged under the supervision 
of Mr. Ehrmann and was read by Miss 
Muriel Mattox. Miss Mattox read the 
entire program with an accuracy of 
interpretation and a depth of feeling 
which wili make each of the poems live 
long in our memories. The Ulmer trio, 


consisting of Mrs. Ulmer, Mrs. Arthur 
Hill, and Mrs. Victor Miller, added 


much to tne program by playing the | 


musical accompaniment for several of 
the selections. 

Folowing a brief biographical 
sketch, the program included the fol- 
lowing selections from Mr. Ehrmann’s 
writings: trom Portraits of Women: 
“Her Answer,” “То Her Husband”; 
from The Crowded World: “Two Wo- 
men", "And Each Passed On"; from 
In the Garden of Love, “While a Sea- 


son Changed”; other selections: “The | 


Awakening’, “A Woman Rocking Her 
Child", and “Desiderata”. 


| 
т 
| 


-are helpful, hopeful. optimistic—man! 


ın reading “A Woman Rocking Hei; 
Child," Miss Mattox was assisted bj 
Prof. Robert W. Masters and thi 
Ulmer trio. This poem contains a su 
premely beautiful thought and wa 
beautifully given. One critic says о 
such poems аз “The Awakening" am 
“Desiderata”; “Once read they wil 
be read over and over again. The! 
are full of love and wonder of God’ 
world, of sweetness and light. The; 


of them worthy to be illuminated ang 
hung on the wall for daily companioni 
Бо art | 
Perhaps the following quotation 
from the poet himself will be the mos) 
appropriate closing for this account 
as it so accurately expresses Мал | 
Ehrmann's attitude toward his life'i |: 
work: "I would rather live plainly, 
and be the author of some bit of T 
chaste prose that should abide amidst. p 
the perpetual flux than to live luxuri- М. 
ously on the returns of innumerable cis ut 
volumes of merely commercial fic- 
tion. Я | 


Parable of the Ship and the Sea. _ 
BROTHER, 
another? 

We all are here together on this ship, that tosses 
about in an apparently limitless sea. Isolated in dark 
and silent waters, the ship appears to be voyaging some- 
where. We do not know where the ship came from; but 
we know a little of its recent voyagings. 

н We know nothing of what рогі, if any, the ship is 
making for. Weare huddled here together, some below, 
some on the decks. We see lights dotting the sea. 

But none of us ever has seen another ship of people, 
of whom we might ask questions, such as, where their 
ship had been, and what they had learned of the sea, and 
if there were shores—perhaps beautiful shores—or if the | 
sea was all that there is. : 

Lonely, mysteriously, our ship moves оп. Does it 
know where it is going? Is there somewhere a pilot? 

Are there other ships going to a common port? We are 
ionely in the vast sea. 

Brother, why do we contend and injure one another? 


MAX EHRMANN. 


why do we contend and injure one 


_ Have You Heard About This? . 
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By GERTRUDE CRONIN. Ë 
AS TERRE HAUTEANS should be better acquainted with "мах! 
13.  Lhrmann'a poem. “Terre Haute." James Whitcomb ВНеу at one 
| time loaned his pen to the many graces of our fair city, and said some- L 

7 thing about Gene Debs standing there holding out in '| 
his two hands a heart as big '€z ever beat, twixt this 
fair land and judgement seat. Mr. Ehrmann, how- | 
ever, is more specific, and anyone who knows 'Perre | 
: Haute knows how true his graceful allusions to her! 
charms really are. 

Terre Haute has been done into poetry by Paul 
> Dresser, of course; by William Herschell, the inex- 
haustable feuntain of poetry on the Inditnapo is ifl 
News; Henry Burton, who year sago smote the lyre | 


on the Terre Haute papers, and by Mrs. Newell in | # 2 

her recent volume of verse. Mr, Dresser's epic on у 

the sycamores and the new mown hay contemplated |: A; 

the Wabesh, chiefly, but is much associated with | ç 

Terre Haute herself. There is a legend that Hiley’s | = ' 


МК. EHRMANN poeni on Terre Maute was first revealed the night he | 
spoke here with George W. Cable, and Mr. Debs Introduced the pair. | 
й The poem was used on the dedicatory program of the Mayflower | 
room at the Terre Haute House. ‘Chis column asked for the privilege of | 
reproducing it, and with Mr. Ehrinenn’s generous consent, here it is: 


` Я EX 
TERRE HAUTE. 
What place fs lovelier than Terre Haute: 
The roliage of her many trees, 
" That trembles as ihe cooliug breezes float 


Across the grain fields’ yellow seas? 


The gentle river that caressing sings 
Past shop and mill and waving corn, 
ach day some happy inspiration brings: 
Each day a thousand hopes are born. 


Here workers wead their way to pleasant homes; 
And students spend romantic days, 

Here lofty spires and gilded domes 
Reach up to touch the sun's first rays. 


Hore many а youth and maid their faith have kept, 
Labored. lived happily, grown gray. 

Vere bolder ones with keener eyes have crept 
To paths where fame and fortune lay. 


Vast growing flelds and treasures in the ground. 
Art, learning, too, here tind abode; 

And many а forward-looking son has found 3 
The gifts the gods have here bestowed. 


еси 


: What various aspirations man pursues! 
“* It matters not what visious lure, 
Here may ambition all its talent use; 
Mere is the world in miniature. 


Max Eürnann. 
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Н Judge Halstead Ritter. 


Among ‘The Literary Folk; 
Some Max Ehrmann Reminisences 


Anne Cable, - 


We called on Max: Ehrmann; our 
only professional. author,. to- see 
what was new in his Hterary world. 
< Мг: Ehrmann said that the life. of 
a, writer is usually interesting only 
in the» chambers. of his own: brain 
апа these. moments of excitement 
are accessible to ihe public: In. his 
books: 

-"I. remember- hearing “Thomas 
Wentworth Higginson. say: many 
1 years ago that as one grew older one 
| was less interesting for anything 
one had done, but became more in- 
$ teresting on account of the persons 
one:had known: : І ат wondering if 
my case isn’t something like that. 
"In the last few weeks) in the 


newspapers of the nation there have} 
been three names that have touched ) 


my life rather closely. The United 
States Senate last week impeached 
He was 
4 judge of the district court, sitting 
Hat Miami, Fla. Judge Ritter visited 
Я Terre Haute аз а boy, I remember 
Shim very well. It must have heen 
Д арсоі the year 1888. I met him іп 
Й {Пе Centenary church, where his 


E uncle, Salem Towne, was minister. 
mi saw him again at DePauw uni- 


versity, where both of us were stu- 
jGents. It was a shock to me -to 


“Bread what misfortune had befallen 
He was’ one of the finest boys | 


Ahim. 


JI ever knew. Through the many 


` 4 years intervening between our grad- | 


uation and the present I heard from 
him occasionally. I canont. believe 
that he would do. wrong. 

“But there has been something 
in the literary world at large in the 
last 30 days which has touched me 

{ closely. Two authors now to the 
fore, Bliss Perry and George San- 
tayana, have touched my life. Bliss 

{ Perry, the author of the now widely 
read ‘And ‘Gladly Teach’ more 


than 20 years ago wrote some beau- | 


English- on--psychologzy. 
James had a 


William | 
business-like air, 
talked rapidly and was brilliant in 
repartee. Royce lectured on meta- 
physics as if he were dictating to 
а stenographer. Eis sentences were 
usually so long that before: the 
time he had all the modifications 
of the predicate uttered we forgot 
what the subject of the sentence 
was. ‚ Willam Jarnes had just pub- 
lished his two large volumes оп! 
psychology. 1. remember hearing 
him say one night, at the Gradunte | 
club, that he doubted if any mani 
had the right to write- so great а! 
number of pounds of phycholozy 
“George Santayana taught 
Нагуага while I was there. 


at Ë 
His 


‘Jatest volume, ‘The Last Puritan,’ is 4 


now being widely read? I remem- 
ber only two things about San- 
tayana, with whom I had a slizht 
acquaintance. One day he invited |! 
me to walk out to Brookline with 
. him. І think he and his mother 
;lived out there. The other thing 1j 
remember is that one. evening, in 
his rooms in the Yard, he was to 
entertain some of the students—I 
think the Philosopher conference— Ë 
а coterie of post-graduate philo- 
sophical students. I remember that 2 
I went to-his rooms and that San 
tayana and I talked for a long 
time and nobody else came. Не 
had a buffet meal prepared. And 
jas I recall we drank a. little. beer, 
ate and talked for a couple of hours. 
I remember only one thing he said 
in that long conversation. 

“What would I not give to have 
а record of that complete conversa- 
tion, not only because of what San- 
tayana said, but to see the state of 


{my own thinking at that time. San- 


tayana had just published: а bocl: 
of poems and when he came to set- 


tiful things about my book, ‘Jesus: | 


A Passion: Play.’ One o? these sen- 


tences the publfshers used for pub- | 


licity. The sentence, is ‘I read it 
with keen appreciation of its tech- 
nical workmanship and its high 
poetic value.” This sentence, com- 
ing from: so. great a stylist, was 
very pleasing to me, 

“Bliss Perry did not come to! 
Harvard to teach until I had been 
сопе perhaps 10. years. Bliss Perry 
has a great deal to say about some 
у old teachers at Harvard—the 

famous. Munsterberg, Royce 
id James. 


эту 


I remember Munster-. 
jelivering. orations in broken; 


Ime he owed them $5. 
[away a few copies. These are tri- 
fling recollections. But most viv- 
idly I recall the charm of the man 
affable, genial, even at that time; 
am sure, ripe in scholarship. 

"Perhaps the American readingq 
ipublic is not as low as some critics 
| maintain. The fact that they are 
i reading books by these two splen- ? 4 
‘did authors is evidence that, if np- | 
peeled to, ше public relishes good ў 
writing. 

"If one likes Plato, one will enjoy § 
Santayana’s ‘Dialogues in Limbo.'" T 


He had given 
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A long walk. I have been dream- 

ing again. My steps led me up a 

hill, When at the top I turned to 

see some cattle grazing on the 

wayside—and behoid! my native 
city lay at my feet. 


. How silent, how small, 
cluded! Like a new жо the 
grass, or a nest ucked away 
amonz the trees of te surround- 
ing valley; or—save for the lines 
of smoke moving slowly to the 
north—like a picture hanging in 
a gallery. 


how 
in 


5е- 


No one was near те, and only a 
few farmhouses stood in. the dis- 
tanee. And I thought and dream- 
ed of the wanderings: of men amid 
the toy-city in the grass, of the 
desires and hopes that had come 
and passed in this nest among the 
trees. 


I thought of my own wander- 


ings, and remembered seme skeem- 
less hours divine with the music 


of the night. A thousand emor- 
ies tilled me with the joys of other 
yeurs—-memories ot friends chang- 
ed and gone, and or the dawning 
sun lighting up the nimble fancy 
worlds of youth. 

Т thought I could see the place 
where two lovers met in the dim 
past, and out of the kiss of their 
lips T crawled into the morning of 
the world—and my poems after 
me. 

Though I did not hear their 
words, unforgotten is their lover's 
parley; for ere they knew me, it 
was I who moved their lips to 
speech in the still night. 

How much history has passed 
within tnis small space of eartn— 
perhaps of no great importance to 
tne world, yet ail important the 
life of each to himself! 

How many have lived and toiled 


——The Indianapolis Sunday Star. November 
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By Max. Ehrmann- 


and planned .here—how many, 
tired and careworn, have lain down 
here to repose at night! 


How many places where elegance 
and beauty once reigned have fall- 
en to base uses! and how many, 
merry with midnight musie and 
the danee, have been lifted into 
immortal joy, as if death were not! 


II. 


O my native city! thou knowest 
not how often I nave thougnt of 


thee when far away. When I have 


wandered amid other scenes, and 
other men and women and ehildren 
have passed by me, fondiy have I 
thougnt of thee. ; 

The cool shade of thy many 
trees, and the memory of the gen- 
tle river at thy margin, have been 
a solace to me in strange and dis- 
tant places. 


But thou wilt go on unconcerned 
as ever when Г am gone into the 
silent lana, 
that I wandered about thy streets 
in the shadow of thy buildings. 
Within thy bosom I lav as a child, 
have grown to mannood, and shall 
at last rest in dreamiess sleep. 

But thou, too, must pass away; 
and where now is trade and manu- 
facture, God in His time wiil plant 
another forest; and it will grow, 
and no man will know that thou 
dweit there. 

On new-vorn branches birds will 
whisper songs of love, and fower- 
ed children of the wilderness will 
drink the sun-wine, and gloaming 
eve shall know the wild dove’s 
volee, and this race of hurrying, 
contentious men shall lie—on! so 
still under the grass. 

So, too, ail things shaj pass 
away-——I, thou, country, earth, solar 
systems. 


What remains ? 
God. 
15, 1936 


Soom wilt. thom fareet, 


Bec ao dite vie cae 
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- LITERARY HONORS 
FOR MAX EHRMANN 


ie of Docks of Letters Con- 
ferred On Terre Haute Poet 
By: Pease 


ттс 


Max Ehrmann, Terre Haute, 
well-known Hoosier writer. and 
x 


poet, received the honorary degree 
of. doctor of letters at DePauw 
. University's commencement ` exer- 


i 
È 
E 
A. 
[| 

D 

t 
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101st anniversary. In all its һіз- |! 
tory only 10.of these dcsrees had || 
been granted prior to Dr. Eu 
marmn's award. { 

Mr. Ehrmann is a graduate of 
DePauw with the class of 1894. Не. 
did graduate work in philosophy at 
Harvard University. He 
“barked upon his writing career 
after leaving Harvard and has: 
published а large number. of books, | 
poems and sketches. Не was} 
chosen by DePauw to write ani 
ede on the universit;'s centennial Í, 
celebration which was held last 
rear. The ode was read. for the 
frst time at the centennial chapel 
exercises last June by Prof. Dewey 
М Аппакт of Indiana State Teachers 
я College, himself a DePauw gradu- 

ate. 
< Dr. Ehrmann is a перев or the 


p Greats 


Qe sd х 


жож чта л, 


Yg Authors club of London and thej 
z Author's League of New York City. | 
> This honorary degree comes toj 


This Terre Haute citizen as a rec- 
ognition of the place he holds 
the field ot literature. 

“Mr. Ehrmann probably earned; 
this honorary degree for “DePauw 
University Centennial Ode" and his 
sonnet “DePauw Revisited,” here | 


juoted. 
-< DEPAUW REVISITED. 


Ts this the very glace I knew so wail! 
База lofty trees, in leafy green array— 
Are these the slender saplings of ту | 

day? | 
> Газе old. remembered bulldings—haw 
they quel | 
rne hearts Пэзриг: And here fond | 
memories 19211 
ML long-(orgotten scenes, T used to atray 
Along this nath; she often cams tals 
37 
We walked tozether as the twiligat rei. 
Hare tor my future Т conca:ved а scheme 
zourazeous, useful years. 
у and solacing of teats, 


littte z t should sometimes | 


Ыазрла $ 
Because of а! my (aitures and my fears, 
Yet 1 am glad that Е stilt have my 
dream. MAX EHRMANN 


—Fr- n 


e RE QS SITY PORE 


_cfses this morning. This was ре- | 
Pauw’s 99th commencement and irs) 


cae esc шоа сац BEG азе ICOCAYCU. | 


A DISTINGUISHED SON, 
Today DePauw University paid 
Max Enrmann the highest compli- | 
ment that a college can pay a per-| 
son. It conferred upon him the de-; 
gree of Lit. D, Doctor of Letters. | 
Mr. Ehrmann is: one of DePauw 
University's + outstanding literary 
men. “Albert J. Beveridge, John 
Clark Ridpath, Charles Beard are 
others among great literary men 
who graduated at DePauw. Forty 
years ago Max Ehrmann's first book 
appeared, a slender volume of short 
Mestorles. When Mr. Ehrmann was а 
parent at DePauw University he 
edited the colleze paper. Later, 
“edited the Rainbow, the national 
ymasazine of the Delta Tau Delta 
fraternity.. He is the author of} 
Stwenty-three - books and booklets. 
Msome of them have been translated 
їп foreign languages... His best 
Wanown piece is “А: Prayer.” It has 
Sbeen estimated that seven million 
Xbopies have been printed to date. It} 
ъз been translated into thirty-two 
[[япачавев and dialects. 

Mr. Ehrmann's literary achieve- 
ements and the reflected glory en- 
joyed by his home town from these 
„ате а constant source of joy. His 
ightest things bear an unmistak- 
able mark of Intellectual attainment, 
and his more impressive works аге! 
something for students of letters to 
take inspiration from. Mr. Ehrmann. 
might be called the “poets’ poet.” 
His poetry, in thought, language 
and composition, bears the distinc. 
Чоп of skilled literary work. and 
students of meter can find по better | 
text boox than these gracetul and 
polished products which in content 
and craftsmanship rank with the | 
works of literary genius over the; 


m 


| 


| 


DERIT РМ READ. 


FEIN ATUS адь а 


“(this is the one hundred and twentieth 
0 birthdsy.of Indiana. The Tribune re- 
4 prints Mr. Ehrman's poem on Indians.) 


= INDIANA ` 


By Max Ehrmann. 


The pioneers lie in their earthen beds. 
Still lives their dauntless faith to do and dare, 
In cities that lift high their lofty heads, 

Tu busy towns that prosper everywhere. 


What sturdy men have plowed these fertile fields, 
Here in this land where pleasant rivers run— 
Where wayside flowers, forests, harvest vields 
Are nursed by never-failing rain and sun! 


A toiling, peaceful life this people leads, 
Not moved by red rebellion’s scarlet leer, 

Nor whirlwinds shouting out sophmorie creeds. 
The turmoils of the world touch lightly here. 


If in some future time our country fall 
„Оп rocks of evil days, this middle land 
; Will lift her up, her sanity recall, 

And bind her wounds as with a mother’s hand. 


For here we know no sections, east or west, 
Or north or south. Неге are the people bound 
By many sacred ties to all the rest. 

Here is the heartbeat of the nation sound. 


Dear Indiana, always, as of old, 
Keep thou thy soul unsullied as the sea, 


“+ 


Che Beloned Bead 


OW peaceful lie the dead! Why do we 
weep, since they mourn not? Well- 
beaten is the path they take into the great un- 
known. We follow them a little way, till dusk 
to darkness turns, then parting wave farewell. 
We do not know what waits their journey’s 
end, but as we trust the sun will rise each 
morn, so we trust that the mystery of life and 
death one day will be explained, and we shall 
be content. Farewell, thou gentle sleeper — 
perhaps not forever; soon we too shall pass out 
of the beautiful earth. In faith’s bright hours, 
the ever-dawning, deathless hope of all the ages 
tells us that somehow we shall know thee 
again. We speak in earthly symbols; we know 
not the language of the country beyond life. 
Art thou already seated near the helmsman of 
the universe, in wonder cruising some celestial 
sea of worlds? Dost thou with kindly memory 
still look upon our little earth? And wilt thou 
sometimes think of us, remembering happy 
hours we spent together in this radiant sun- 
kissed world? Thus shall we not be all alone; 
for often thou wilt come to us and we shall see 
thee by our side, and in the stillness hear thy 
voice. Speak to us in spirit whispers, when 
sorrow bears us down! Thy placid face now 
tells us not to grieve, for peace is thine. Fare- 
well, thou gentle sleeper. How still thou art! 


Copyright 1946 
Mrs. Max Ehrmann Max Ehrmann 


Terre Haute, Ind. 


PAMPHLET FILE 
Good Cheer 


Vol. 2. №. 1 


The smallest consoling idea has a strength of 
-its own that is not to be found in the most mag- 
nificent plaint, the most exquisite expression of 
sorrow 
* * 4 


INEXPRESSIBLE. 
Ву Geo. W. Wiacs. 


In my mind there 15 a rhyme 
That T've tried in vain to write; 
But the language ail sublime 
Never will the word delight, 

For it comes alone to me: 

And no other here on earth 

To my feelings can give birth 
Or produce the melody. 


* ss 


AMIEL 


AURICE MAETERLINCK in his story 
of the Bee (and by the way this is a book 
that everybody should read), tells of an 
old man who was instrumental in intro- 
ducing him to the bees and the wonders 
so that are to be beheld in every bee Шуе, 
and he acknowledges his indebtedness to the old man 
for the information he received. 

There lives in the city of Terre Haute, Ind., а 
young man, a very great poet, by the name of Max 
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Ehrman, who introduced me to the work and char- 
acter of which І am now about to write—Henri 
Frederic Amici. A thousand times I have thauked 
Max Ehrrnan in my soul for bringing Amiel and his 
Journal to my notice, and I feel sure that just as 
Maurice Maeterlinck acknowledged his indebtedness 
to the old inan who gave him his first love for the 
bees, and just as Y have been thanktul to Max Ehr- 
rnan for the service he rendered me, that the readers 
of GOOD CHEER will be thankful for the meager 
information we here impart concerning one of the 
tenderest, gentlest and most lovable men that the 
world hus produced in the person of Amiel. 

Thomas Carlyle somewhere quotes one of the Ger- 
man philosophers regarding the “Divine Idea at 
the bottom of appearance"—so deeply buried under 
the visible and tangible that only the “Mind’s Eye" 
сап come anywhere near detecting it—the Eternal 
Reality reposing beneath the tleeting shows—the 
real Being of which the “Mighty Maze” taken in 
by the eye of Hesh is but the partial and very inade- 
quate hint. 

It was of this invisible world of truth and spirit 
that Henri Frederic Amiel dreamed, as year by year, 
he sat upon this “bank and shoal of time,” gazing 
out upon the infinite sea about him. 

Perhaps a nobler intellect than Amiel’s was never 
given to mortal man. The purest gold of genius 
was his, and yet the sixty years of his life scarcely 
created a ripple upon the waters of contemporary 
European life. His friends, knowing how superbly 
he had been endowed, prayed with him to reach out 
and do the great things of which he was so easily 
capable. His distinguished friend, М. Edmond 
Scherer, constantly goaded him on to worthy effort, 
but it was all in vain. The giant would not stretch 
out his arm, the god refused to grasp the scepter. 

At the age of twenty-eight professor of aesthetics 
and French literature at the Academy of Geneva, 
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which position he exchanged four years later for that 
of the chair of moral philosophy in the same insti- 
tution, he died in 1881, at the age of sixty, without 
having published anything worth reading save a “few 
essays, and a few poems,” 

But lo! Amiel had not been the idle, nerveless 
creature his friends thought he had been, In the 
solitude of his study, far removed from the glare 
and glitter, the noise and turimoil of the world, he 
had been looking within, upon the picture photo- 
graphed in his own soul, which picture he developed 
and reproduced in his "Journal lutime"—one of the 
most remarkable books to be found in all the world. 

In one of the 17,000 folio pages upon which the 
brilliant Frenchman recorded his daily dreams, he 
ventured to ask himself the question: “To whom 
and to what have I been useful? Will my name 
survive me a single day, and will it ever mean any- 
thing to anybody?" When his friends found among 
his effects the priceless pages of the "journal 1п- 
time,’ and printed them, the world instantly an- 
swered the dreamer’s question: “Yes, Amiel; you 
have been immensely useful to the whole human 
race, and your name will live forever.” 

If Amiel had lived before Shakespeare the great 
dramatist would not have been under (the necessity 
of drawing on his imagination for the character of 
Hamlet. Amiel’s actual character would have saved 
hiu the trouble. Of the “Melancholy Dane" Amiel 
was à perfect replica. Brilliant as а star, a seer of 
the seers, bright intellectually as an archangel, gen- 
crous to a fault, and pure in soul as the whitest 
Peri in Paradise, but deficient in will-power—a 
thinker, pure and simple, a thinker crushed at last 
under the very burden of his ideas, 

But the dreainer did not live in vain. The career 
of Amiel was needed in the world. Inactive as he 
was, and falling far short as he did of his capability, 
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he was of immense use to his day and generation 
and to all the world for all time. ‘The outward and 
the visible, the utilitarian and the mercenary, has 
advocates and spokesmen a-plenty, and will always 
have them, 


We do not choose our reasons. They are 
rewards we have earned. 


^ < & 


POWER OF MONEY 


poro RE there motes of malice in the air, that 

no one can speak of another without 

winding up with a but, a yet, an if, or 

f a however? In this latter day and age 

Ч indeed и seems that even if а man at- 

sash tempt to pay a friend a compliment he 

is almost sure before he gets through to wind up 

with that eternal, although, but, if, however, etc., as 
though there was something back of it all. 

But there did seem to be one exception to this 
tule, which applied to a fellow citizen known by the 
name of Sam Rainey. When Sam’s friends spoke of 
him there were no buts, no yets, no shalls, no how- 
evers. It was ulways Sam the upright, Sam the реп- 
uine, Sam the just, Sam the very salt of the earth. 
But to the story. 

И seems Sanm himself was strolling down the 
street the other day, when looking ahead of him, he 
chanced to see John Jones, one of his best friends. 
Sam looked at Jones as he tramped along and said 
to himself, “Why it wouldn’t take much of a judge 
of human nature to sce that poor Jones is sad.. Look 
at him with his head down, his feet scarcely lifted 
from the sidewalk! Ah, how even the contour of a 
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GOOD СНЕ 
prison and hospital could not corrupt. The memory 
of your sacrifice shall be a heritage to all future gen- 
erations. for love of freedom is immortal in the 
human breast. By the winter fire children yet unborn 
wiil read your story with glorified sadness. And 
your dead seives will make for patriotism and for 
peace. The brotherhod of man will from your mem- 
ories receive a new hope, that from the earth the 
scourge of war be banished, and love be kindled in 
the hearts of men. I see your columns slowy march- 
ing toward the bivouac of the stars, within whose 
cariping ground there is no bugle call, and piercing 
wounds have lost their sting. When you lie still in 
dreamiess sleep, and time and Jove have joined the 
songs of blue and gray, we will not let your memory 
perish. When all forgotten is the carnage of your 
dreadful wars, still will we not let your memory 
perish. It shall be graven on the granite face of 
time. Welcome to you tn this refulgent springtime. 
vanishing heroes with coats of blue! 

b a № 


Art is nature concentrated. 
B d s 


THE ROSE BOWL 


КЕШЕС HERE is to game that is more exciting 
/ š \ | ог pleasurable than the game of finding 


AM friends. 1? you really look for them they 
il will pop up in the most unexpected places, 
ly and if you only know it, you have within 
Sd yourself a lodestone that will attract 


friends to you. 

As tears soften the heart, so does rain soften the 
earth that good men may come, and in the truest 
sense of the word, rain deserves to be called a pres- 
ent from heaven, in the same sense that tears are a 
benetacticn, 
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$ THE TELEPHONE GIRL. X 


By Geo, W. Wios, 


. Drowsily 1 ope’ my eyes, 
‘Though J hastily arise, 
iach alternate morning when, 

, | knuw your sweet vuice again 
Moon shall greet my eager chr; 
But ! sumehow feel a tear 
Should have one day graced your cheek, 
To enable you tu speak, 
Keven just the word * Helio” 
In a voice so soft and low, 
Phat | name you in à ward, 
Princess Mella, May Casford, 


є $ e 
Painting is silent poetry. 
£ * < 


SOLDIERS 


By Max Ehrman, 


Address of welecme to the Grand Army of the Republic, de- 
liveret June 25, 1910, at State Encaiipnmcnt, 
Terre Наше, Ind. 
ELCOME to you т this refulgent spring- 
time, wearers of the coat of blue, bearers 
of honored scars! You are the mighty 
trees the storm could not uproot, the liv- 
mg monument of heroic days. From 
your faces has fled the agony of the 
battlefields and the anguish of parted love no more 
makes wet your eyes with grief’s hard tears. May 
your meetings be filled with many olden stories, bereft 
of suffering by the gentle mist of memory, and made 
3 kindly toward all our country by the flight of time. 
Priceless will be your memory, silver-haired men of 
old! Palsied be the tongue that would darken the 
luster of your heroic past! Unforgotten is your sac- 
> гібсе, the agony of the field, the muffled drum, the 
courage that fear could not terrify, and the faith that 
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Tribune, 


Evening 


Most men try to live by some set of words, put 
togetner in a way to be most meaningful for them. 
The words may add up to a religious credo, a political 
stand. a “golden rule" of some sort, or perhaps ап 
expression as simple as 
"think" or “реасе” or 
“smile.” 

Some men plaster their 
own set of words on the 
walls of their office and 
home. Others carry them 
around in their head or 
heart. 

And fortunate is the 
man who has finally de- 
cided upon his own par- 
ticular set of words. It 
means that to some de- 
gree, at least, he knows 
where he is. 

It would probably be 
foolish to expeet man to 
succeed in following his 
words to the letter. But it 
is to his credit that he 


JOBN SINOR ` 


continues to try. 

I think I've finally found my own words. I'll pass 
them along presently, and if you're still looking for 
yours, vou may want to consider them. 


А Healing Scrap of Paper 


It's a fairly long passage on life, and it came to me 
in pieces. But I've finallv tracked the whole thing 
down. 

I got just a few sentences from the middle of the 
passaze a long time ago from a writer friend of mine. 
who happened to know I was in the depths of gloom 
over a complex situation which seemed to have no an- 
swer. 

She mailed me а scrap of paper which read: 

"Be gentie with yourself. You are a child of the uni- 
verse, по less than the trees and the stars. You have а 
right to be here. And whether or not it is clear to you, 
no doubt the universe is unfolding as it should." 

it was signed simply—‘‘Desiderata.”’ 

Ste couldn't have sent me а more healing thougnt. 
The paragraph hit me with the impact of thunder. But 


here, and when. And if the author had written 
things. For if he or she did, I certainly wanted 


sot 


and 
othe: 


i 

сөөк I found the entire passage printed on a 
ul poster a neighbor had purchased in a littie 
shop in Laguna. 

There was по hint at authorship, or where the 
is came from. I searched through Bartlett’s Quo- 
süt couidn’t find a line of the work. 

s. ша little Broadway shop. I found another 
pester vidi the same words оп it. Underneath the 
complete passage was the inscription. "Found on a 

о о: paper in Old St. Paui's Church, Baltimore, in 
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Here [s the Entire Passage: 


DESIDERATA 


“Go placidly amid the noise and haste. and remem- 
ber what peace there may be in silence. As far as 20s- 
sible, without surrender, be on good terms with а! 
persons. Speak your truth.quietly and clearly and lis- 
ten io others. even the dull and ignorant; they too 
have their story. Avoid loud and aggressive persons; 
they are vexations to the spirit. If you compare vour- 
self with others, you may become vain or bitter, for 
always there will be greater and lesser persons than 
yourself. Enjoy your achievements: as- well as vour 
plans, Keep interested in your own career, however 
humble; it is a real possession in the changing for- 
tunes of time. Exercise caution in your business af- 
fairs, for the world is full of trickery. But let this not 
blind you to what virtue there is. Many persons strive 
for high ideals, and everywhere life is full of herosim. 

"Be yourself. Especially, do not. feign affection. 
Neither be cynical about love; for in the face of all 
aridity and disenchantment, it is perennial as the 
grass. Take kindly the counsel of the years. graceful- 
ly surrendering the things of youth. Nurture strength 
of spirit to shield you ia sudden misfortune. But do 
not distress yourself with imaginings. Many fears are 
born of fatigue and loneliness. ; 

“Beyond a wholesome discipline, be gentle with 
yourself. You are a child of the universe, no less than 
the trees and the stars. You have a right to be here. 
And whether or not it is clear to you, no doubt the 
universe is unfolding as it should. Therefore be at 
peace with God, whatever you conceive Him to be, 
and whatever your labors and aspirations, in the noisy 
confusion of life, keep peace with your soul. With all 
its sham, drudgery and broken dreams, it is still a 
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San Diego Evening Trioune 


Friday, Sept 27, 1968 
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Who is Мах Ehrmann? 
Friday this column reprinted a gentle set of 

i я + . ` t г] М 
5 оп life, and how to live it, entitled ‘‘Desid 


1 T 
азу г 
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ud it sti пог literary mystery. 
ойл ТА 1 said the words were 
found on a scrap of paper 
in Old Saint Paul's 
Church, Baltimore, dated 
1692. 

"Not so," say several 

aders. 

Eie of them attribute 
“Desiderata” to a man 
named Max Ehrmann. 
But who is Max Ehr- 
mann? I stil haven't 
been able to find cut. 

One reader, who asked 
that her name not be 
printed, wrote: 

"I have had a framed 
copy of this quotation 
hanging in my home for 

IX 30 years. My copy was 
printed in пе "Louis Allis Messenger, а trade publi- 
cation for lumber industry. The author is listed 
as Мах Elemann. I would be interested in obtaining а 
new сору, ii you can tell me where...” 7 

T can teli you where to get a copy. But who can (е! 
me something about Max Ehrmann? 


Another ‘Desiderata” Helo! 


thea 


$ А LIS 

Mrs. M Rogzenkamp of Oceanside wrote: “I 

Mrs. м. mogsenk T i З н 3 
agree w vou regarding the inspirational nature 


the p: ssace quoted in your column. But let's give 
j hrman (only one “п” here) fuil credit for his 


Max E! 

'Desiderata. "' | w. j 
I would b» happy to give Max the credit for those 

beautiful words, if I could really tack them onto him. 
Му copy of the passage, on a poster obtained from 
EL 8 res. Л, A 

a é юзге on Broadway near Fourth Avenue, 


dafir $ its source as the Baltimore Church. 
ES + £ Баеп able to find а Мах Ehrmann in any 
index of authors in the publie library. I did oa cane 
опа ра ‚ play by 2 Мах Enomann. pw Et E 
a bio: i of Мах Ehimann by Муз. athe oe 
пена [< was on the shelves. ала по опе yt ine ч 
‚ Магу seemed i know whether they were in circula- 
jon or even still around. 
go raed м where Т got my pester. 
-Th *» uns Rm of them. There was a rua on them aft- 
ex the ran, se thev've ordered more. ^ 15 
Доусуог, the clerk produced another poster enti- 
пей Desiderata I. Aye! 


Found in a Roll j 

This new versien will not be printed here. It con- 
tains some nice thoughts, but a child could see it was 
not written by the same person who wrote the first 
one. 

The second one is also said to have been found in 
the same Baltimore church, but a year later—in 1693. 
I doubt it. It sounds like it was written last week, So 
back to the original “Desiderata.” 

Doris Hudson of San Diego wrote: “For many years 
“I have had a copy of Desiderata, and I just love it. 
„After my father’s death some 29 years ago, I was 
. Cleaning out his old fashioned roll top desk. Among 

the papers I found a copy of ‘Desiderata’ written in 
~his own old fashioned back hand scrip. I was quite ex- 

cited about it, thinking it might have been his compo- 
. Sition. We checked many references and made many 
inquiries. Finally, a helpful librarism at the main 
` branch of the Minneapolis library found а copy of it 
and a Max Ehrman (again one ‘n’) was given as the 
author. We were never able to learn any more about | 


him or when it might have been written `, .” 
Me either. Doris. 


Woman Offers Best Clue 


Several other readers said they had their own сор- 
ies with Max Ehrmann listed as the author. But they 
had no information en him. 

Mrs. George Goldberg of San Diego had what І fig- 
ure is my best clue so far. She wrote: 

"We have had this quotation in our possession for i 
several years. It was distributed by the friends of Ad- 

, lai Stevenson on the Christmas tollowing his death... 
While its cadence sounded centuries old, it was the 
work of a poet of the 1920s, Max Ehrmann of the Mid- | 
west..." : | 
No wonder Max Ehrmann is so obscure. That's | 
what usually happens to poets. | 
But, apparently, his words are still ringing in a lot 
of people’s ears. 
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\ few final words on “Desiderata,” Max Ehrmann, 


et al. 
Tha mystery posed in this column several days ago 


has heen solved — not by this reporter, but by a 


couple of housewives who 
read my questions and 
then went. to work on 
them. 

In reprinting the blank 
poem  "Desiderata," I 
said its author was 
anonymous. The next 
morning my mailbox was 
filled with letters from 
readers correcting me. 

Max Ehrmann was the 
author of those moving 
words, they said. But 
who was Max Ehrmann? 
I couldn't track down 
any reference material 
on him. 

j - But Mrs. Thomas Fitch 
JOHN SINOR of San Diego and Mrs. M. 
A. Roggenkamp were better detectives. 

Mies, Fitch turned up a December, 1966, copy of 
Newsweek in which columnist Emmet John Hughes 
ha ad veprinted “Desiderata” and attributed it to “Мах 

Eirmann, a Midwest poet of the 1920s.” 

Bins. Roggenkamp did her literary spadework at 
the Oceanside Public Library and finally turned up a 
brief biography of Ehrmann in a 1938 dictionary ot 
contemporary poets. 

The biography listed Ehrmann's 1938 address as 
Terre Haute, Ind. From there, it was easy. Г phoned 
Mus . Evelyn Labier of the elerence artment. 


Vigo 5 County Public Library, T . and got a 
complete rundown оп Max Ehrmann. 


Pleas se allow me to intr ена him to EAE 


8 ES 
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== . "A Prayer — Let me do my work each day; and it M 
‹ the darkened hours of despair overcome me, may IE 
"> not forget the strength that comforted me in the deso- $5 
=> lation of other times. May I still remember the bright $ 

^ hours that found me walking over the silent hills of 


=> river, when a light glowed within me, and I promised 
. my early God to have courage amid the tempest рЕ 
* the changing years. ` 

^4 “Spare me from bitterness and from the sharp pas- 
i sions of ungudrded moments. May I not forget that 
>. poverty and riches are of the spirit. Though the world. 
=! know me not, may my thoughts and actions be such 
st as shall keep me friendly with myself. Lift my eyes 
“ from the earth, and let me not forget the uses of. the 
== Stars. 

xa Forbid that I should judge others, lest I condemn: 
7; myself. Let me not follow the clamor of the world, but 
> walk calmly in my path. 


=; “Give me a few frends who will love me for what I 
> am; and keep ever burning before my vagrant steps 
* the kindly light of hope. 


e “And though age and infirmity overtake me, abd E 


> “And may the evening’s twilight find me gentle 
# still.” 


Words Worthy of Granites 


Max Ehrmann did, indeedw write the moving 

 Siderata." It was опе of-his two best known - 

- The other was a passage, ог poem, of about the same 

. length called “А Prayer." 

-Ehrmann was born Sept. 26, 1812, the son of Maxi 
*-milian and Barbara Ehrmann. He was educated at 
«De Pauw and Harvard Universities, and earned. à 

doctorate in literature. 

Some of his other works. include “The Mystery 
Madeline Le Blanc” (1899), “A Fearsome Riddle”. 
(1901), “Breaking Home Тіеѕ’? (1904), “The Wife Of 
Marobius” (1911), “Scarlet Women" (1925), “The 
Philosophy Of Life” (1933), and numerous collec UE 
© poetry. 

— Max Ehrmann died Sept. 9, 1945. 

= Another poet, Edwin Markham, said of Ehrmann’s 
А Prayer”: “These words are worthy to be en 
graved on granite." eias 

Mrs. Labier was kind enough to dictate them to me 
over the phone. I don’t have any granite, but I have 
some newsprint to work with. So here is another set of 
words from the man who wrote 'Desiderata": х 


‘Let Me Do My Work... : 


$ 


> my childhood, or dreaming on the margin of the quiet З 


ie c al ah ТИ О 


> come not within sight.of the castle of my dreams, 
> cieech me still to be thankful for life, and for time's. 
:* olden memories that are good and sweet. 


^ 


' Wax Еягизапп 


va. 1 printed on heavy stock andi 
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14 T. H. TRIBUNE-STAR. Sunday, Aug. 1, 755 
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s "Desiderata"! 


veler has found| The article stated that thei 
гез to be an errorj printed page, entitled “Desi 

-a1eago newspaper|derata;" was of a work originai- i- =n": 
tticie daaiing with an іпѕріга-|1у found in Old St. Pauls =" Yt 
onal woning. i: was reported| Church, Baitimore, dated 1692. 
> Have сева one of the last! The jeweler, А. W. Lindholm, |. S d 
2ms Of ‘iterature to have been|reported that the work quoted| — ыг: 
14129 оу ‘he iate United Na-lin the article was actually a Saree at: 
ons Ambassador Adlai Steven-| poetic effort by the late Maxi Pana 
in before nis ‘inal departure} Ehrmann of Terre Haute. Lind-: `. $^ 
сот the United States for Ge- holm has а copy of the work: 


xm: bearing the name of ine iate. 
zs poet and copyright dates of| 
14131927 and 1954. : 
3 Here is Mr. Ehrmann's “Desi- 
= *Sderata”: . NI c 
=i "Go placidly amid the noise| = 
0 Мапа the haste, and remember! ^^ 
с iwhat peace there may be in si-l 
"Лепсе. As far as possible, with-| 
Sout surrender, be оп goodi 
"terms with all persons. Speak 
your truth quietly and cleariy;, 
5 sand listen to others, even to the: 


EN 


= dull and the ignorant; they, too,| ` 
have their story. Avoid loud!) 
“and aggressive persons; they" 
“sare vexatious to the spirit. 11+: 
“уоп compare yourself with; - 
others, vou may become bitter: 
or vain, for always there will: 
^ = ——— Е cns 
tbe greater and lesser persons, =< 
һап yourself. Enjoy your; 
achievements as well as your! 
_ 4plans .Keep interested in your!» 
sown career, however humble;!:* 
t is a real possession in the! | 


SEPA Ця кеМ ШЙ; 
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Қегсізе caution in your business № 
a affairs. for the world is full ^ 
> "of trickery. But let this noti ^ 
blind you to what virtue there: 546 
45; many persons strive for high! 
“ideals, and everywhere life isi 
“full of heroism. Be yourself. Es-i 
pecialiv do not feign affection.) 
Neither be cynical about love: 
- + afor in the face of all aridity and - 
ET disenchantment, it is as peren-! 
xd nal as the grass. Take kindly: 
> ithe counsel of the years. ?race-| 
—tullv surrendering the things of. 


г. 


“Sect Ао shield you in sudden rils-: 
‘et fortune. But do not distress! 
tur. yourself with dark imaszirings.| «= 
ы Мару fears are born of fatigue! - 

` and loneliness. Beyond a whole-|! 
о Зое discipline, be gentie witaj; 
yourself, You are a child of inej 
funiverse по less ihan the trees)! 
and the stars: you Rave а rightii 
yto be here. And whether or not 
sit is cigar то you. по doubt thems 
universe is unfolding as itii i 
sgsnouid. Therefore be at peace ус 
wita God, whatever vou con-# 
[ceive Him to oe. And 7natever & 
your iacors and aspirations, inp 

sion of Efe. keep]? 


the no'sv confu: 
four soul. * 
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LAR Mem. 
‘Desiderata’ Add 


On New Year’s Day The Star published an edi- 
torial containing the inspirational work “Desiderata.” 
‚ We obtained our copy of the credo from the Dec. 
21 issue of the Congressional Record which reprinted 
it and credited it to having been “found in Old 
St. Paul's Church in Baltimore, Md., dated 1692.” 


In the following days The Star received a number 
of letters telling us that the essay was written by 
the late Max Ehrmann of Terre Haute. 

Intrigued, we wrcte the Baltimore Sun which 
provided-us with an explanation. The Sun first pub- 
lished the explanation two years ago, which indicates 
how hard itis to put down a myth... | 

Ralph Reppert; а Sun writer who researched the 
matter, reported that the Rev. Halsey Cook, rector 
of Old St. Paul’s, said no literary work of any kind 
could possibly have been found in St. Paul's Church. 
in Baltimore in 1692, as the myth was widely in- 
terpreted, because the church did not then exist. St. 
Paul’s parish was established in 1692, but its first 
crude log church was not erected until the following 
year. Е : : 

“Desiderata” appeared in “Between Dawn and 
Dark,” a booklet compiled by the Rev. Frederick 
Ward Kates, who had been rector of Old St. Paul’s 
from 1958 to 1961. The essay was credited to Max 
Ehrmann. 


The Rev. Mr. Kates, who later became rector of 
St. Luke’s Church in Dallas, Tex., told the rest of the 
story. Se E ; 

А former newspaperman, he enjoyed collecting 
and anthologizing inspirational essays, poems and 
quotations. At times, especially during Lent, he used. 
them in mimeographed booklets which he scattered 
about the church for parishioners to take home. 

He recalled having used “Desiderata” in one such 
booklet, probably in 1958, although a copy cannot 
be found. He said he believed the credo was used 
on the front page of the booklet and added that the 
mimeographed editions always carried on their 
covers the-name of the church and the date the 
parish was founded. He conjectured that a parish- 
ioner may have carried a booklet from the church 
in his pocket, and later felt impressed enough by | 
. “Desiderata” to have it reproduced. And in its first | 
reproduction the printer possibly gave it the. mis- 
leading credit line. 


And so it is that an essay written in 1927 by a 
Hoosier author, included in 1948 in “The Poems Of 
Max Ehrmann” published by the Bruce Humphries 
Publishing Company of Boston, inspired a myth that 
exhibits amazing tenacity. 


МАХ EHRMANN 


BOOK II 


Sep. 26, 1872--Sep. 9, 1945 
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by Max Ehrmann 


What are YOU b К of everything, 

Mysterious One, 

Thought That Permeates All Metter? 

Religions and- philosophies have given 
YOU many names. 

Always man has wondered what YOU are. 

Some believe YOU hear our human voice. 


De YOU hear us and do not care what 
agony we suffer? 

We are newcomers here. Did we arrive 
too late for YOU to fit us into YOUR 
cosmic plan, made millions of aeons 
before we came? 

Are we, then, outside YOUR vast designs? 
intruders here? matter that has rotted 
a lille too much and acquired con- 
sc cusness? 

Are we in YOUR sight less then the field 
louse to the plowman? 

Or can it be that YOU (so busy with YOUR 
other worlds) have never even heard 
of us? 


© Thought That Permeates the Universe, 
why have YOU made the earth so 
beautiful? 

In our vanity, we have felt that perhaps it 
was to teach us to love one another. 


Out of the beauty of the world have come 
our tender dreams. 

We have looked at the stars on summer 
nights, until our love went out to all 
men everywhere. 

Periods of peace, the beauty and abun- 
dance of the earth, had led us to think 
that at last the heart of man had soft- 
ened. 


* * * 


Always we are planting a garden oí love. 

Always the marching feet of hate trample 
it down. 

How will ii be if, in despair, we refuse to 
plant again? 

Then. will our spirits gnaw upon them- 
selves, like grainless millstones that 
grind each other. 


* * * 


О YOU whose magic paints the sunlit 
skies, cnd nightly shows the fires of 
countless suns, 

Can YOU not make good what the stars 
whisper in dreamers’ ears on summer 
nights? 

And the promises of the moon: that gone 
forever is the reign of might, the code 
come down from jungle tooth and 
claw? 

Ош of the mystery cnd beauty of the 
world has come our dream of love. 

Despite all outrage of our sense of right, 
despite man’s universal tragedy 


== 


(death) and the sorrows oÍ a thousand 
bloody wars, in desperation we still 


call to YOU. 


* * ` 


We wonder: is it less difficult to supply the 
energy of a million million suns than 
give us peace upon the earth? 

Or is the earth to YOU a speck of dirt? and 
we but rotting dust that tries to think 
a thought or two upon a little ball? 

We search for reasons; we cannot under- 
stand: why do YOUR plans demand 
so much blood—YOUR evolutionary 
law, survival of the cunning and the 
cruel? 

© Thought That Permeates the Universe, 
Mysterious One, Supreme Magician. 
God, with all YOUR magic, could YOU 
not have love (instead of agony and 
blood) henceforth evolve the human 
race? 

* * * 

Or is man's wili beyond YOUR power to 
bend?—Y OU, maker of these million 
galaxies! 

Why, then, should we pray, if YOU cannot 
subjugate this human ape. come lately 
from the dim primeval world? 

Yet, in times oí frighttul human butchery, 
we fll our mouths with inccherent 
words, hoping a Great Heart out there 
somewhere will hear our broken 
speech, and send us help. 

Always wars, 

Bloody centuries of futile prayer! 

The heavens maintain their silence uncon- 
cerned. 

The sun, moon and stars smile down alike 
on bloody battlefields and fields of 
grain. 

Let nations cease this begging in prayer 
{ог peace. 

As long as one nation is savage, ali must 
remain savage. 

We humans are not fallen gods, but rising 
brutes. 

The task is оциз: 

Let us lift ourselves above our jungle 
origin: 

For hate and war, substitute understand- 
ing and good will. 

Without these, it is the end of the earth: 

And gone will be whatever man has made, 
both the evil and the good: 

This globe of matter will become dust, and 
roam the endless spaces. 

Whatever gods there be, must have wit- 
nessed countless such catastrophes of 
worlds, 

Where living creatures’ brains ouran their 
hearts. a 

Science without love will destroy the earth. 


Copyright. 1010. by Мах Ehrmann.) 
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5 МАХ EHRMANN 


w hat wluce is IET than Terre Hautes 
The foliage of her-mamy trees, 

That tremblee as the cooling breezes float 
Across the grain fields, yellow seasl , 


YThe gentle river ‘that. caressing sings | у 
Past shop and mill and waving corm, ` S 
Each day some happy. inspiration brings; $ Е 
Each day a thousand hopes are born. © ! 


Here workers wend their way to р homes; : 
And students spend. romantic days. $ 
Here lofty spires and gilded domes ` ` D um E 
Raach wp te touchkwthe sun's first rays. A ox 


Here many a шк and maid their faith have kept, | 
Labored, lived happily, grown gray. р 

Here bolder ones. with keener eyes have crept i Е 
To paths where Jame and foriune: lay. of ES 


Yast growing. ‘fialda and. treasures in the ground,» 


Art, learning, too, hera find abode; L 
EI And many a forward-looking son has found 
iom The ‘gifts the gods have here bestowed. ` 


» What various aspirations man pursues! 
It matters not what visions lure, ` 
Here may ambition all its talent use;~ 

Here is the: world in miniature. 


we cur MAX ERMANN. 
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BIRTHDAY 


By MAX EHRMANN. 
“Mlanight. 
a Т have been sitting by. my table а long time. ES en 
"The world has gone to sleep. pea ee ' 
E sound disturbs the stillness. E. | 
“Old friends look again through the windows of my consciousness: | 
гом’ experiences touch the cords of feeling. | 
Again I walk briskly along the years. 
| “Time's gentie hands. have smoothed the troubled face of youth. 
‘Sin’ concerns me no longer, for in nature I read the laws of my 
3 body, and т myself the laws for my soul. ; 
The thorn busnes ot olden waysides bear at last the sweet wild rose. 
-Though I have not come to tne mountain top of. E early hope, 
€ Lsit now and ther at the sunlit foothills, 2 
‚ Looking pack over the. clouded bogs along the way: Е сате, I see 
now that the sun is “shining there also. 
Hardship and bitterness are gone. he 
Here at the foothills I sit a tired traveler, remembering and some- 
times content . 
I nave forgettan the pain of beautiful unrealities; I recall only t^e 
joy. 
In the twilight chamber of memory I sit with her who oore me. | 
I hear again soft words out of the dim years. 
Life is tha fear of a shadow and the wonder at a star in a dream; 
It is the frota of storm waves and the glitter of the moon on 
trembling water. 
Isit by my lizht and think. 
The world around me sleeps. 
- on "isnt 
All is stiff, 


A. yaar, у" 2 c д " 
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CHRISTMAS THOUGHTS. 


By MAX EHRMANN < .«.[475 

с Auge E | 

НОСТ of children. Good cheer. | 
Davs come when we must stand im the open for 128 

| 

i 

| 

Í 

| 


i human rights. But today for awhile let us sit/stil 
in the court of our own conseience. judging iewe 
ourselves, in the bitter struggle for existence, have 
too seldom obeved the laws of kindness. 
Let us be modest in our-eonceern for our neigh- 
š bor's goodness, but. eager, that: we ourselves 
measure to some decent standard.: =} 
Let all persons have consideration for опе an- 
other, so Ша something of the peaee of the 
legendary heaven be made real among us, and that 
the universal eraving-for а gentler world be satis- 
fied here-and now. 4 à, 
In religton all roads lead to the same end. In 
all times many persons have believed that them. 
eternal heart-hunger is proof that beyond life there 
is something beautiful. MO Кге 
Let us not contend with one another; we are № 
members of a household. Sinee none js perfect, -IT 
} may criticism be spoken in а soft, voice. s - 
| . While boasting of progress in natura! seience j 
| and mechanies, let из remember there is no real 
1 


progress without uplift of the human spirit, and 
that no form of government can sueceed without 
high character in its citizenry. 

Despite all noise, haste, unjust fate, һштал P 
frailties, and the tragedies of war, thanks for the 
gift of life: the day in the sun, the night under the 
stars, friendship, love, work, eourage for the right. 
and. as often as may he, peace of mind; 


“OLD T HINGS | 


4 By MAX EHRMANN, 
3 
4 
HA 
P 


The moon is shining. 
I am cleaning up—throwing out old things. 

~ A bit of my mother’s hair, my little sister's doll and. some 
rusty rose leaves—why do І keep thése? 

+ I do not need the bit of hair to revive the. memory of my! 

ud mother; 

3 My little sister has grown up, married, and. passed away; 
[And tha girl who put the- ross inia my buttonhole has three 
i children. £u 

4 I see her now and then. We laugh at our childhood love. 

4 When I grew up I was to have been a flour millers = 
1I could see her coming into my office with one of our children. 
‚ We planned many things. 

" We were fifteen. 

3 A flour miller—what a failure I have been! I am only an 
author of books. I might have deen a useful crtizen. 

| The moon has gona behind the clouds. 

i I hava put tha hair, the doll, andi the rose leaves back into 

tha boz. ESA a : mid 
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CU MARGARET BARBARA 


By MAX EHRMANN. - il, 


А. Bachelor of 60, the youngest of five children: is looking ` 
at a youthful bortrait.of his ‘mother, who. -passed ona 


o 


Lay 35 rears before: 


“Helio, Margaret Barbara, pretty giri, father's girl. Why 
e did you nave me? "You already had four children. 
Why did vou bring: me into. this world? You told me 
ya nce vou didn't want-me, but that you loved me as 

much as the others once I was here. 

"Its & terribie world; Margaret Barbara, you brought me 
C into. But I am-glad you did. n" 

"IUS terrible. But Раш glad to have seen it... I know its 
z.cruelties. Stil’ Tam glad to have seen it. - 


“Y shall be leaving it^ Soon. Б is now evening twilight | 


“for me. 


^ p anything where you are? Or is that mound at: 


EASTER MEDITATION. 
By MAX EHRMANN. 
‘Reproduced by Request.) 

S the earth is rezarnished in springtime, so in the barren 

winter of my heart may there bloom again the rose of 
sweet content. I would feel again the tenderness that en- 
chanted the z.rden of my youth, filled with the joys of a 
thousand Һоре ‘1 the still morning twilight and beautiful 
visions.in the shadowed, starry night. 


One day over the din of the world and the heartless | 


strife of men ‘rill rise the symphony of justice and eternal 

peace; this madness for acquisition will cnange to eagerness 
Гог the common тоса запа humanity will be delivered from 
many crue! conventions that are but the husks of virtue. 


“For ail of us the way is sometimes rough and dark. 
May the tired and the lonely find repose at night, and the 
discouraged toke heart at dawn. When darkness presses 
round me, -my inner sight grow clear; and when I 
‘all in the оза and haste of the world. may the common 

eroism encoivaze me to lift myself up again. Let me 
anm tha: self-discipline is better than vagabondage, and 


agod desis z ar than philosophy. Even to the last, let 
se turn ime thoughts to pleasant themes, and speak weil 
( lire 
in the sottiy falling dark, when all grows strangely 
Класа be аа to nave led on ta АЕ earth, 
ad 


1 фу have known the touch of love. E whatever 
X us 1 dastiny—whether it be the wonder of 
i ow:ness in some other sphere, or only the 
ne ground—may I depart content, as 
`Y wh nome at evening. 
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AWAY | Ei = X. ACT MTT т = 
i Max EHRMANN MORE T HAN THE DUST. 
i e : A 
I weary of these noisy nights, ; < É Өе. 
Of Sow jest Ps coarse “ou | š By МАХ ЕННМАММ. 
cheer,” mM Ж | om How wonderful is man, how mystic human lives, 
| ГО? J оп аи 3 en š Exalted dust that. knows the thrill of consciousness! = 
^ О us away Hem ne — Of all our thoughts and deeds perhaps Биё that survives ` 
Let us lay down this heavy load 5 Which lifts mankind above itz inborn selfishness. 
TI т ted Yap у, a E 
| poa «А | fee о a as 3 . The artistry that makes the earth so fair a sight, 
1 * And, wonderinz, watch the =й go 4 Tha moon with borrowed gold, and many а Caravan i 
| | down. < Of suns meandering along the lanes of night-- | 
des: Р . : zu All murmur mystical assurances to Man., | 
What time is left to us, come, Love, 53 'd 
The woods, the ficlds shall make us 3 When you, in bitter spirit, stamp across the stags ` I 
whole; š Of that inner theater where so many parts you played, i 
The nightly pageantry above May thera be faith (to soothe your amateurish rage} { 
Our little world, keep sweet our soul. That He who wrote the manuscript knows well: His trade. | 
„ I! 
Bip peace tois city's ыр vieti To subtle, syllogistic quibbles give no heed— > 


A tawdry worl! in cheap veneer. 


Qut there the lovely woods and fields. The thisness andthe thatness of salvation’s plam. 


But write across your consciousness the sacred creed: 


s SL A uua 


Come, Love, let us away from here. 
UunnpoDOs Soar Man’s love of God is measured by his love of man. 
— rit ru in IP m— — ^ 7 єл 


Of metaphysic certitude make no. pretense; 
But, silent and iw awe, gaze on the cosmic sight, 
Ennobled by Awmility and reverence, 
As science pushes back the curtains of the night. 


i Other unnumbered centuries wilt come and go 

ü. In man’s adventure on this restless grain of dust. 
1 

1 


Why all this learning, if we do not strive to. know 
The Road, the Inn at “р” the uin thai we trust? 


THE GREATEST GIFT 
М dime 
AY I be thankful for whac days yet lie £ | 
Along my path: and gladly still defend | 
ДЕР. The worthy name of hfe until the end— 
5 i This life that can entrance and mystify! 
It is no little thing in speech to fly 
4. The world of thought with some delightful frend, | 
9 $ In love's embrace to feel one's soul ascend 
From grassy earth unto the starry sky. ET Ed 


= 4 How many summer mcons have I enshrined 


Within my heart in happy bygone time! 


How many thanks unto the gods consigned 


528 
, 1 
D 


ral 


* When thrilled with beauty and with love sublime! 


——s 
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But greatest gift of all—the Human Mind, 


J 
' Some consciousness with this our dust entwined. 


A 5X EHRMANN. 
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n popularity 


eless апі universal appeal to men of 
“Ж Prayer” has been translated into 32 languages and dialects. . 


Thirty- Three Languages "yyy. 


$ EHRMANN, Terre Haute poet and writer, recently received | 
1 which indicates that his famous. "Prayer". continues to i- 


and that # is attaining the stature of a classic, in. | 
To t 


all races and creeds.. 


the arrival of a letter: from. Miss. Thirza Bunce, missionary 


* ap in the Malay peninsula, that number is increased to 33. 


s Bunce sent to Мг. Ehrmann 
ay translation o£ “А Prayer,” 
ated and written їп the 
.’ characters by the broad- 
"s for. the 
* gore... One cf the yalay 
in Miss Bunce's school, 
named  EXontix, wrote Е 
nized adaptation of the 
г, transcript, and Mr: Ehr- 
«has in his possession. not 
the Maiay ‘ranslation in; 
tal script, reading like the 
se script from the upper. 
-hand corner. and toward the 
jut also the phonetic Roman- 
idaptation by the Malay girl. 
юч want to brush up on your 
7, ог perhaps astound -your 
js with your knowledge of 
ttle-known foreign language, 
з how to read the rst para- 
| of “A Prayer’ in Malay: ; 
; Allah ya Tohanku! Kur- 
nlah hambanu dapat mem- 
pekerjaan Jamba-mu · sa- 
jap hari. Sakira-nya peras- 
utus harap ang melemah- 
semangat ambanu, kur- 
n-lah ПАУ jangan шра 
kekuatan sacar vang telah 
hiboran zxapada hambanu 
1 masa-masa susah yang 
latu 
. Ehrmann also received а 
of the Gritin (Ga. Daily 


$ а short time ago, which 
ates that nis “Drayer” con- ers of this column.” 
х = х 


А РВА со s 


radio statfon in‘ 


tinues as a favorite of many ' 


years’ standing with the. associate 
editor of that paper, Wightman F. 
Melton. Mr. Melton is weil known 
in the world of letters in his na- 


7 tive South, and is the man who 


inaugurated the teaching of jour- 
nalisn in the state of Georgia in 
1912. Mr. Melton's editorial reads 
in part as follows:.5. 

“Tor exactly.37 years т had had 
among my papers ‘A. Prayer’ by 
Max  Ehrmann. This. prayer, 
printed on a beautifully embossed 
card, bears the copyright date of 
1903, and if I know the law, a 
copyright may be renewed at the 
end of 14 years, then renewed for 
another 14 years, after which it 
runs out. Anyhow Г feel I am 
safe in reproducing the: prayer. 
Surely the publishers would not 
object to the -reprinting of. a 
prayer. ... . Although I have 
never met Max Earmann I have 
always had а warm. place in my 
heart for him. . . . Personally 


I thank this man for the prayer i 


he prayed when he was a young 
man, and I hope he has come 
within sight of the castle-of his 


dreams. Certainly it should please | ^ 


him that a stranger way down! 
South has thought enough of his: 


prayer to preserve it for 37 years .. 


—and then pass it оп to the read- : 


By MAX EHRMANN. 
ET me бо my work each day; and if the darkened hours of 


despair overcam 


ted me in the desolation of other times. 


2 me, may I not forget the strength that com- 


May I still remember 


brignt hours that found me walking over the silent hills of 


E childhood, or dreaming on the margin of the quiet river, when 
ight glowed within me, and I promised my early God to have 
wage amid the tempests of the changing years. Spare me from 
teraess and irom the sharp passions of unguarded moments. 
yy I not forget that poverty and riches are of the spirit. Though 
E world know me not, may my thoughts and actions be such as 
Al xeep me irienciy with myself. Lift my eyes from the earth, 
a iet me Not iorget the uses of the stars. Forbid that I should 
іде others lest s oe myseif. Let me-not follow the clamor 
the world, tut ‘valx calmly in my path. Give me a few friends 
ПО will lave mə tor r what I am: and keep ever burning before 
у Vagrant sters ihe kindly light of hope. And though age and 
= Bi o me, and I come not within sight of the castle 
= my dr ear > aca me still to be thankrul for life, and for time’s 

n memories trial are good and sweet; and may the evening's 
niügat find me cent е still. 


uermüns of ihe N 


Meme 
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- Here in this land where pleasant rivers run— 


© Not moved. by red rebellion's scarlet leer; 
^ Nor whirlwinds shouting sophomoric ereeds. |... 
"The turmoils of the world touch lightly. here ! 


т Оп rocks of evil days, this middle land» « 


tz And bind her wounds as with a. mother's hand. 


| LIC SENSE 2.974 


ч ШУГА VT 
(On Dec. 11, 1816, Indiana Was Admitted Е f 


: io the: ne а i 
h 1459. | 

с драм „Ма „Ах! Hana 3. i 
eum pioneers lie in their earthen beds. š 
Still lives. their dauntless faith to do and dare, ; 


In cities that lift high their lofty heads, 
Jn busy towns that prosper суе eres " 


What sturdy men have plowed these! fertile fields: > 


Where wayside flowers, forests, harvest yields... 
Are nursed by never-failing: rain and sun! ` 


А toiling, peaceful life this ponte leads,” i 


If in. some future time our country: fall: 


Will lift. her up, her sanity recall,” 


For, е we AS no Seo adt or west, 

Or north or south. Here are the. people bound 

Ву many sacred ties to all the rest. Sie 
© Here is the heartbeat of the nation sound. 


Dear ‘Indiana, ‘always, as of old, И 
Keep thou thy soul unsullied as the sea, 

Despising tyrants, whether mobs.or gold— 
Compassionate mother of a people free. 


ALIEN Р TRES. 


МАХ EHRMANN.. 


W E will not suy they crossed the stas and fought 
In vain. Our aim was io enforce. the right 
‘But we have learned a lesson, dearly taughiv =i 
By many а battle's ghastly. sight. Me 


Our queer idealism did not last. % i 
How strange, this buying NS with AS life? Е 
Our dream, democracy, receded fastis аа 
For strife breeds only further strife. gem zi 
New groups of nations win with every: fight: : 
An endless feud, and always men mast die, oo 5ni 
When will the nations live by reason’s light, aS | 


ind not du deeds that terrify? 


Í 

Whon will the nations cure the liching palm? ; | 
(nanqa curse of national pride to love of pence?! a | 
When shail we knoe aguin the gift of calm? ; I 
Dor God, when wil thas Пу cease? 


Гам we meid again lo martial lust, 
Дай seek bap foree ¿a quench, soma alien fire, 


From nau we sirire io understand and trust 
пе piau to bring the world's desire: 
и snarched them fran, thew dear familier Tod 


Г» our mad dream. io уни a wayward race, 
1 uf 


lini whai of them, Onneaih tha ground? — 7 


—_ 


Пот can we loom these veterans in the face? E d 
t 
i 
| 
| 
| 


(Reprinted by Request.) 


ME 


МУ COUNTRY. 


1 

1 

u [ 
Ти p ista of prose by Max Ehrmann wes published in Elbert 
“Hubbard's FRA MAGAZINE twenty-two years ago-- After twenty- 


tipo: years, history seems to be on the wey of repecting itself. МПИ 


‘ie repeaz itself completely? This piece shows with’ what high con- 


E. t fe Usited States entered into the World War, and how} 


Note) у " CUM o = 7 Р) 

} М doom and mother came to this country when they were young 

here they were married and: their children were-born, and. here 

jon a. quiet sunlit hillside they: sleep. It is. therefore: my. country, as 

“the гу had made it theirs, Sox Tx 

Ic Now we are ta fight in a. erable war.“ In a few months there 

тру be mourning in many families, and the lips of some of the young 

men that greet me on the street may be forever mute, Let it be so. 

"| Who am I ta chide thé onward’ rush of world events?) Idle would it 

be for me to hft my puny hand before theme Can the ant guide the 

` lion, or the breath direct the winds? 

Tears cannot put. out.the fires of war, nor heartaches stop the, 

‘roaring steel. If it be decreed that men shall die that freedom live,; { 
| 
| 


le has history carried. out the great hopes of our pa 


so be it. For as certain as the sunrise, in the womb of time lies the 
freedom of the world. But to be born there must be. travail. The 


-iworld has поё. уст learned. to bring forth freedom otherwise. 
| Now is the aight of travail, .We pray that the child of freedom 


Бе not cast forth untimely; but. that the travail continue until the 
‘morning twilight of eternal.peace, until all men everywhere be free. 
‘But we cannce understand., : And, remember, we shall writhe in 


jagony, We shal! weep and be unconsoled.. For us there will be no 


‘consolation, But men im far centuries will see how in these troubled 
ivears bv icaps and bounds mankind rushed on and on toward free- 
Idom. For now is the gloaming. of purple things, the mist. of crowns, 
‘ithe gloom of kings. It is sloughing-time. But we return to somber 
‘moods, to inner tears. We feel only. the sting. We see only the blood. 
[Уе cling to our loved ones and cry out to the stars and say the price 
reat. We зау we cannot pay it. But we pay. 
stars 3:2 silent. The mills of the gods grind on, that love, 


freedom, } tice may blcom from the Eo of the.dead. . Ë 


| men in 1934, 


ма d 8 —-- дау" Uie" Pog om Q земат" — - ¿= 
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WIN STON N CHURCHILL 


ERNEST M. LINTON, 
Associate m M of Government, Indiana University. 
cadar of а 5sgple brave 
ov olood, ^v culture and bv common love s= 
3 COIM ease, tram o'er the ways 
б 59 groet ug, Buarded fram abave, 


oe 3 you :at dawn 
и. Ў : an nsosci-alty 
" \ i . моче owm, 
unsal with луилашу. 
IT 17-253 $ u war-torn vor! 
> я » our 15 
Бог og Matsa, be z faz CUycurisd 
> г з uu > Ins 
š aman > 
ы 1 уч i У valiant 
t ^ .. ) » i 
MS 5121 » чүзү"? axis ñ i 
| 
^ ' а err vo ri] ; 


-7-4- 


The Beloved Dead 


FYOW peaeeful lie the dead! Why 
| do we. weep, since they mourn 
: поі? - Well-beaten ig the path 
they take into the great unknown. 
We follow-them a little: way, till 
dusk to darkness turns, then part- 
ing: wave farewell... We do not 
| know if dreamless. sieep or waking 
; bliss attend them at their journey's 
| епа. Бис аз we trust tbe sun will 
Lrise-each morn, so trust we that 
"| death'a mystery. wil be -explained. 
Fone day, and we shall be content. 
~-~.: Farewell, thou gentle sleeper 
——we will not say forever, but for. 
а, Тем brief suns and. moons. Тре 
ever-dawning, deathless’ hope : of 
“all the ages tells us we shall know 
thee again. Art | thou * already 
seated near the hbelmsman of the 
universe, in wonder cruising some 
celestia] sea of world? Dost. thou ||: 
with kindly memory stil] look upon 
Our little earth? And wilt thou 
‘sometimes think of us, remember- 
‘ing happy hours we spent together 
in: this radiant. sun-kissed. world? 
Thus shall те not be all alone: for 
‘often thou wilt come to us, and we 
Shall see thee by our side, and in 
the, stillness hear thy voice. . О 
speak to us in. spirit lisps when 
Sorrow. bears us down! Thy 
placid face now tells us not. to 
grieve, fer peace is thire. Fare- 
well,- thou gentle sleeper. How 
still thou art! 


MAX EHRMANN. | 


i 


THE LAST PRAYER 
(Mayo's St. Mary's Hospital, Rochester, Mina.) 
By MAX EHRMANN. 

io Гат weary lying here so long. Many things that once I 

©} thought important do not seem so now. If this is the-end of 

i earth for me, I pray I shall have а last conscious moment, in 
“4 which I may gladly remember that, in the days‘of my strength, 
"n I had had the courage now and then to raise my voice for the 
4 right as I saw it; that amid the struggles for the necessities. of | 
existence I had had time to record a few moments of spiritual 
ecstasy: and that in the stern ways of life I had known a little 

of the tenderness of a woman's love. May these things abide 
with me; and if in the infinite universe L retain aught of. my 

3 earthly self, may they remind me that in my feeble way I wes 
7$: one who tried—a lovely memory out of the beautiful. earth. 
Then closing my eyes—consciousness slowly dwindling like 2 
day that is spent—let me fall quietly asleep, a «tired. child at 
Peace. 


sunder. 


\ 


aiia Pe += 2. - 


2e дзей. 


HÀ 


+ 


— 11:1 
HI 


S, ri 


— 


MAK 


k ТИПП — —7 


. 
m Ф 
EE! bp 
З я ej 
g m f: 
"nd Ф aD 
e ` 45 я 
a ort a e 
= д g rl 
H iu 
0 fa я 
E4 о 0) m 
H кэ 
^ ba ta c 
я О, O г 
1 о EA © 
р о 23 
t я 
Hh $ а) я 
a я м 
17 uU н 
m о tn 
M Е H А 
| Фо 95 
a) H 
. с) ^ 
f4 2i m 
ч $ (>) . 
н ud о 
ы 0 55] ost 
о я т ч 
qm t 
к» H g о 
$} 0) t d 
rt н H п. 
d l 
p m „1 » 
54 rl Ea a 
od Cc] 42 
e > 
bn ie) я 
a) [9| od 
ad о [E 
12 Я єз t 
RO а H 
tn wi 
m о £1 
gm . 423 
Ea ( y 
ej К я 
93 49 Ф =! 
ta Ls | tf) 1 
a 
э td 


ages, 


5 


into many lan 


1 = 3 
slated 


¿ 


trar 


mane 


iness 


1 


jute bus 


= 6 


ho 5073 
я 


0 90 
а S 
4 42 ] 
a 
1 О 4 
б rd 
Ке 
42 о Ф 
mc 
rd о 42 
сј д 
[5] о 
fu „ә 
m > 
+P fad 
Ф а) 42 
Ф «ч 
0 i w 
t ta 
O "0 
я “< U 
2 < 
t> & 
42 о 
“ч 42 th 
£i Ф 
ei o 5р 
я ох 
d зн 
1 rd 
оо 
H оо 
о (f) 
9ч tf) oA 
qd 
Kd £i 
> ow 
c1 ол 
сі ud 
m H 
Е ° о 
4 > + ` 
el о 
m ея 
J чо 
42 hf 9) 4 
60 O| 
HM O 
нон 
о, а СЕ. 
из во, 
$a Га] 
Oo de 
Tj f) ort 
4 а) px | 
1 {4 + 
хо ке, 


cj <j н 
POO 
Het 

Зо 
М ow 
яя 

45 m 


зч £ 
O m 3 
# 
оно 
rd fH 
Gi 
O vou 
Но 
> rt 
(n) G4 4 


cus 


e preci 


ines 


а enjoy 


c 
C 
50 ay 
fH 
«а р, 
Не; 
g 03 
w 
Sal 55 
ма To) 
p. š 

[=] 
КА) 
ER 
wt О 
EB. 
ок 
Li 
^n0m 


* (0 

"gm 
q 

Uu) -A 


l—— — 


ONE FLAMING JUDGHENT 


A11 things are changed. Tins-honored 


sanotions fail, ^ ^ = 
Eo Longe? anywhere is happiness. 
The distances on earth grow ‘less and 
_ 188, ç ° | 
7411 now all nations strugole in the gale. 
These are &ransition years, ih foresight 
О фиат. ` 3 
War's &conies, corroding fear, distress, 
All leaden wéights that om the svirit 
огевв,. 


às in ths storm Чал takes ап unknown trail. 


World pease will com by unity alone, 
Опа flaming judgment stands out clear 
today: 
32213 unity, or endless lives to vay, 
aithin the: storm there is an undertons—" 
United Nations marching on the way 


jo zoue thing better than the world hes 


Max Dhrmann 


992324 from the Чет York Times, 290.7, 1343. 
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Мах Ehrmann Sits For Bust to Terre Наше Sculptor 


t. 


. MAX EHRMANN AND DR. HARRY V. WANN IN LATTER'S STUDIO. 


=” r 


Max Ehrmann, Terre Наше’; Г 
celebrated poet and author, recently, 
was invited to sit for Dr. Harry V. 
Wann for a bust. The sculptor has 
his studio in the Fine Arts Build-! 
ing at Indiana State Teachers Col-| 
lege. The werk will soon be fin-! 
ished. Dr. Wann has two notab!e! 
pieces to his credit, "Education": 
and "The Mother.” They have been! 
,admired by visitors to the Student, 
Union Building, where they havel 
‘been placed. | 


— . 
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МАХ EHRMANN 
А RECOGNITION 


THE SHELDON SWOPE ART GALLERY 
Terres Haute INDIANA 
THE AFTERNOON oF Sunpay June 24 
Ат 3 


г 
} 
| 
| 
| 
i 
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PROGRAM ERNEST С. ALDEN Presipine 
AT THE PIANO VIVIAN BARD 
NOCTURNE IN G MAJOR CHOPIN 
CAPRICE MIGNON BARD 
THE MAN ERNEST G. ALDEN 
SONG EMIL TAFLINGER 
THE SINGING GIRL OF SHAN ALICE BARNETT 


MRS. EDRIS BENNETT AT THE PIANO 


THE POET HARRY V. WANN 
SONG EMIL TAFLINGER 
SAILOR MEN WOLFE 


MRS. EDRIS BENNETT AT THE PIANO 


THE RECOGNITION ALLEN D. ALBERT 


THE RECOGNITION 


A Greeting to you - Max Ehrmann - from a little company of 
those out of all your acquaintances who feel they know you 
best. We would have you hear straight out from us how we 
admire you - which we think is not without its importance - 
and how our admiration is warmed by affection passing 


back and forth between us - which you, being a poet, will 
think is far more important. 


Probably you have not the faintest suspicion that in almost 
every gathering a certain glow sets you up amongst us. You 
have come {о be lamplighter for us, unassuming, not 
dressing the part, yet igniting whatsoever good there may 
be in us; and when you have moved on we reflect that the 
stuff in you that kindles us is a compound of kindly thinking, 
and manly courage, and love of the beautiful. 


No wonder that one day you awoke to a consciousness that 


you were to be a poet. You commanded it of yourself, you 
- bent yourself to its discipline, and Poetry set about making 


you as you set about making Poetry. That is the way of Art. 
We think we work at it, but all the while it has been 
working at us, until only the Great Poet can tell which 


was maker and which the thing made. 


= b= 


One thinc we know about you that you could never learn of 
yourseli. Və come upon you ойепег than you would ever 
believe. Now we find you in the Library of a little town; now 
you are on the shelves of the rich and powerful; now 
you hang on the wall in a farmhouse. Your mind and heart 
have been multiplied - and they never lose their freshness, 
though the book be opened and the роет conned through 
all the four seasons. 


We usually let it be known - we trust it is without boasting - 
tha: we come from Terre Haute, which is in Indiana, in the 
U.S. A.; and every now and then there is as ascription of 
merit to us because the others to whom we are talking know 
the town as the place from whence your poetry went forth 
to them. 


you and acknowledge our debt to you. We rejoice in you as 
an influence. We thank Providence for you in behali of our 
dear children, trusting that they may come to know you as 
we know you, that through your writings they may sense 
the cadence, the music, imagery of poetry. 


how gratefully we sign ourselves 


Your Friends 


р 


L4 y 
-j JESIDERATA 


О PLACIDLY amid the noise and the haste, and 
remember what peace there may be in silence. As 


far as possible, without surrender, be on good terms 
with all persons. peak your truth quietly and clearly; and 
listen to others, even to the dull and the ignorant; they too 
have their story. Avoid loud and aggressive persons; they 
are vexatious to the spirit. If you compare yourself with 
others, you may become bitter or vain, for always there will 
be greater and lesser persons than yourself. Enjoy your 
achicvements as well as your plans. Keep interested in 
your own career, however bumble; it is a real possession in 
the changing fortunes of time. Exercise caution in gour 
business affairs, for the world is full of trickery. But let 
this not blind you to what virtue there is; many persons 
strive for high idvals, and everywhere life is full of heroism. 
Be yourself. Г. pecially do not feign affection. Neither be 
cynical about love; for in the face of all aridity and disen- 
chantment, И is as perennial as the grass. Take kindly the 
counsel of the years, gracefully surrendering the things of 
youth. Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in sudden 
misfortune. But do not distress yourself with dark imagin- 
ings. Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness. 
Beyond a wholesome discipline, be gentle with yourself. 
You are a child of the universe no less than the trees and 
the stars; you have a right to be here. And whether or not 
it is clear to you, no doubt the universe is unfolding as it 
should. Therefore be at peace with God, whatever you con- 
ceive Him to be. And whatever your labors and aspirations, 
in the noisy confusion of life, keep peace in your soul. With 
all its sham, drudgery and broken dreams, it is still a 
beautiful world. Be cheerful. Strive to be happy. 
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; Sunday Might | 
Cerebral He sape | 


П | | 

Services for Ух ем na- 
tionally Known уе апа! mani of 
lletters of Terre `` ute, whbedled at 
9:15 o'clock Su ay night at St. 
Anthony's, Hosp! will bo held at 
the P. JJ Ryan № Bon Féneral 
ро at 1:30 c ick Tu ч аїї- 

"00n. 

Rev. Gwylym ‘aac will: officiate 
at! the se vices. апа burial will be 
in| UE | La wn! cemete 

. Eh: qann's death oc urged as 
Мы меен of a cerdbral hemorrhage. 
Но was stricken át his home, ..903 

auth Sixth etreet,; about 1b: 30 
o'cleck Friday. night. | : 

Не was taken | tio! the | hqapital 
shortly after t^^ attack, and lapsed 
into unconsciousness soon after; his 
arrival. The poet! suffered a seri- 
ous fliness of -evdra) weeks dmra- 
tion. about в ago, but tegov- 
ered his health and returned tor his 
writing and other mativities. | 

He was m..riedlearly і} Junb of 
this year to Miss Bertha Pratt 


King, also a writer and thé fouader; 


of the King Classical Schéol | 

Several of Mr.; Ehrmann's Wol- 
|umes were issued In numerous edi- 
tions, and one werk. "А Ргауег," 
was translated nto many lan- 
|кча ев. The poet, would have :ођ- 
| served his 78rd birthday on; Sept. 26. 
, Born in Terre Haute on that date 
in 1872, he was thé son of Max ‘and 
Margaret Barbara! Lutz Ehrmann. 
He attended the Terre: Haute pub- 
lic schools, graduating from (һе 
Terre Haute High chool and then 
entering DePauw University, where 
he majored in literature and phil- 
osophy. 


Honored by Í DePauw. : | 

Later Mr. Eh n engaged in 
two years of Pe iride work in 
letters and phllosqphy at ‘Harvard 
University. DePauw and ‘Haryard| 
Universities” displayed deep appre-| 
ciation of the writer's work, and he: 
was one of 10 nofed graduate$ ой 
DePauw upon wliom the college 
conferred the honorary degree ofj 
Doctor of Letters. ' 

The famous teachers with whom; 
he studied became closé persenal! 
friends, whose friendship increased] 
‘through the years. and he wag in 
| trequent correspondence with neted 
figures of the literary world, as pei 
as with leaders in: the field of thet' 
drama. 

Mr. Ehrmann held. membership in 
the Authors' club of London, and 
also was a member of the Authors’ 
League of America. ‘His first pub-i' 
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Hahed work was "A Parrago,”| 1898, 
followed a year later by “The Mys- 
tery of Madeline Le Blanc,” iubeas 
appeared in several editions. 

A novel, “A Fearsome Rijidie," 
with acene laid in Terre Haute, ap- 
peared in 1901. Two years ater. 
"A .Prayer" was published, this 
work bringing the poet widespread 
recognition and being ssuejd in 
many editions, as well as manj’ for- 
eign languages. Several volunjes of 
his poems were published from) time 
to time, and his poema attracted 
critical appreciation ifor their} sus- 
tained spiritual tome and | rich 
imagery. 5 

Inspired By Letters. 

The poet received. counties let- 

ters throughout his life from| men 


` land women who write that they re- 


сетей help, fnspiration and | guid- 
‘ante from his work, and: thee let- 
term from unknown correspondents 
gave Mr. Bhitmann deep saiisfac- 
tion, for he always feit thi 
auccess ад a ter depend 

the help. his | writings broug 


Other work) included “The! 


. \ 
with faculty, embers of =: 
State T вг} College, who keenly 
anticipated! Ki] presencé and | found 
his conversation highly stimulating 
and inspiring. 


| Honor was paid to the. t on 
|Sunday, June 24, when testimonials 
of jhis work jas а poet d his 
genius for friendship were given by 
musicians, oollege teachers, artists 
and friends аф a gathering dt the 
Swope, Art Gallery. On that occa- 
sion, Ernest Ajden, a lifelong friend 
paid tribute toj him as a friend, and 
Dr. Harry V. “Wann spoke of his 
poetical work.| Mr. Ehrmann was 
presented with|a scroll by Dr. Allen 
Albert, directo} of the gallery. 


Moved! by Tributes, 


Mr. Ehrman was too moved for 
words during) the reception and 
drew especial happiness from Dr. 
Wann's statement, in which he 
Praized the post for his faithfulness 
to Terre Haule by remaining here 
after success| came to him and 
adding that itiwas a source of pride! 
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MAX EHRMANN AT STUDENT UNION. 


i 
| 
| 


This pictur: of Max Ehrmann was taken in front of the St udent | 
Н 
I 


Union Building at indiana State Teachers Collese. Dean Dewey Annakin 
stands to the ‘eit. Мг. Enrmann, poet and author, died Sunday night, 
following а a сегесгл! pamorrhags Friday. 
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"Again your kindly, smiir, Расе L see 
Do ! bu: dream? and do my eyes Жо 
Again you whisper through the years to те, 
I feel the pressure of your lips at eve.. 
I dream once more I sit upon your Knee, 
And hear sweet counsel that I should not grieve 
My hand in yours at twilight time as we 
Talk low, and I your dear caress receive. 
Sometimes I see your face with sorrow mung, : x 
So real I see you there; I scarce beiieve | 
That I still dream. Your friends when you were young, 
Your own great hopes, your cheer and laugnter free 
In some weird way are strongly haunting me. 
О mother of ту childhood's pleasant days! 
Still whispering courage and dispelling fears 
In daylight hours or quiet moonlight. rays, 
Are you a dream come from my younger years? 
Or do you really walk along the ways. 
“Апа know my triumphs, or my inner tears. 
That quickly cease when you close by m2 seem? 
| Let me sleep on, dear God, if I but dream. 
| Max Ehrmann. | 
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„erary 


Art Gallery. 


{been printed 
‘}copies, and excepting for the Lord's 


Terre Haute to Honor Poet : 


£^ 24-49 


This afternoon at 3 o'clock. Terre 
; Haute will honor its prominent !it- 
son. Max Ehrmann, with a 
irecognition ` program in the Swope 
A large citation, 
'signed by friends and visitors to 


‘the gallery during the program, will 


be presented to the poet, апа in 
turn the visitors will receive зию- 


-|graphed copies oft "Desiderata." 


Tha Ist of the Ehrmann poems 
and writings Is long and includes 


‘translations in scores of languages 


and reproduction in varied publica- 
tlons, programs, plaques and col- 


.;|lections. 


Ons of his works, 
in 


"A Prayer" has 
over a million 


Prayer no such work ‘уаз ever 39 
widely circulated. This the 


is 


| prayer that a Terre Haute mis-j For hats and war, 
|sionary, 
|ported hearing a native preacher 


Miss Thirza Bunce, re- 


read in his little church in Malay. 
Ehrmann was early writing 


! Bennett. and 


T-H. wv ë ЗУ Ceremonies at Galle 


warnings 0? the impending danger 

of World War II and his “Europe— 

1935" contains these lines: 

"Must working men kill workinz- 
таеп once more, 

To mend mistakes of diplomatie, 

fools, 

grasp ingenious, 

murdering 100157? 

... Surely a better world wili come 
in time: 

But none dare contemplate at what 
a cost.” 

In 1949 in "War" he wrote: 

“As long аз one nation Is savage. 
all must remain savage. 

Wa humans are not fallen gods, 
bur rising brutes. 

The task is ours: 

Let ua lift ourselves 

| junga origin; 


Who wholesale 


- 


above our 

substitute un- 
derstanding and good wi 

Without these, it is the end of the 
earth.” 

Tha originai bust of Mr. Enr- 
mann as? dono by Dr. Harry V. 
Wann of Terre Haute in acid 
bronze wilt ^a shown at the gallery 
this afternoon. Participating tn tne 


progtam will be Dr. Allen Alber! w 
, Ernest L. 


Alden, Vivien Bard, D 
Айса Bennett, Mrs. Edrij 
mil Tarlinaer. 

Mr. Ehrmann was graduated trom) 
{DePauw University in 1894 and seva, 
pu years azo waa awarded an hone 
jorary doctor uf letters dagr2e by nis 
ES mater, He eomnosed tha nop 


Wann, 
x^ 


РЭН 


шаг DePauw Centennial Oda in 
1938. 

Тиз program ja open to the gene 
aral pubiin Also showing at cha 
gallery will b» tne service men'i 
show and che ‘vViulkowttz oortrait 
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to the peop!o that he c >») to <=! 
Тее Haute his home. | 

Intimate friends 455 od follow- 

ing his fatal illness th: the word: 

r [о the scroll presente? о him lami 
June congtituted the best testi- 

` |monisi of his life that could ba 
given: i | 

х “We would have you heer straighi 
out from ys Нем we admire you~ 
which we think is not w: hout í 
importanca—and how our admira. 
tion ts warmed by effection passing 
back and forth between us—which 
you, being a poet, will ink is far 
more impoktant. 

"One thing we know about you 
that you could never jezrn of your- 
self. We come upon, you oftener 
than you’ would ever; believe. Now 
we find you in the library of a 
little town; now уор are on the 
shelves of the rich and powerful; 
jnow you ‘hang on the wal in a 
farmhouse, Your mind and heart 
have been  multiplied—and they 
never lose their freshness, though 
the book be opened and the poem. 
conned through ali the four seasons 
“We rejoice in you as an influence. | 
We thank Providence for you in be- 
half of our dear children, trusting 
that they cay come to know you ав 
we know you, that through your 
writings they may sense the ca- 
dence, the music, infkgery of 
poetry." 

Mr. Ehrmann is survived by the 
widow, Bertha King Ehrmann; two 
brothers, Albert of Terre Haute and 
Emil of Florida; a niece, Mrs. Ruse 
sel! Allen; four nephews, Frederick 
Reckert, Lt. Со г. Howard Ehr- 
mann, Lt. Col. Winston Ehrmann 
and Lt. Comdr: Donald T. Ehr- 
mann, and several grand-nieces and 
nephews. 
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CHE POEMS OF MAX EHRMANN 


Not the old style of jingle, but the natural poetry of the fu- 
ture—uneffected and straight from the heart of experienc?. 


1 “One rises from a perusal of these pages conscious of having 
Ы communed with one of the world's teachers, i£ not prophets”. 
—BROOKLYN CITIZEN. 


. | Read What the Best Critics are Saying 
О! About this Book and its Author С 


S—THE BOOK- 


EET 


—— 


TRU A EA 
The most vivid, impassioned, unconventional and individual verse of re- 
cent writing. * * * They are real stardust. —PITTSBURG GAZETTE TIMES. 


You cannot but feel the charm of the beautiful mind that created these 
poems. There is а wonderous beauty in everything he writes. It is a striking 
book and from cover to cover it stamps the author as a poet of genius and ori- 
ginality. — TRENTON (N. J.) TIMES. 


Individuality, depth of feeling, and uniformly high-souled and nobly veined. 
—THE BOOK NEWS MONTHLY, (Philadelphia) 

3 Unmistakable power, wonderful originality and earnestness. A notable | 
book. —KANSAS CITY STAR. 


Classics of their kind, simple, beautiful and straight from the serious part 
of one's experience. There is a largeness about this volume, a sweep of express- 
ion that covers a wide range of experience, and life is here viewed as from a 
great eminence. —SCRANTON TIMES. 


As a writer of philosophic prose-poems. rich in evigrams, Max Ehrmann is 
а master-craftsman. In prose-poetry he has no living superior and indeed ver 
few equals. —CHARLESTON (5. C.) NEWS COURIER. 
Originaiity is the most notable feature. —DETROIT NEWS. 


It is as the philanthropist of the printed page that Max Ehrmann excels. 
Through the poems runs the high desire to rid the laborer of oppressions and 
the human heart of burdens. Original, unique, and breathing a spirit of rest- 
lessness that will find an echo in every reader’s heart. “A Woman Rocking Her 
Child" contains a supremely beautiful idea, presented in a setting that only a 
genius could fashion. —CHARLESTON (S. C.) NEWS COURIER. 


The leading poem in the book is "The Light of the Sun," a dramatic work 
of tragic intensity and marvelous beauty, and in the part “The Garden ої Love” 
are many exquisite poems tull of delicate sentiment and tenderness. There is 
a peculiar lure in his poems and a musical radiance and metrical charm which is 
satisfying to the soul. —RBUFFALO COURIER. 


The lovers of good literature will find its pages move and thrill him. 
—LOWELL (Mass.) COURIER-CITIZEN. 
Veritable genius of song. —PITTSBURG PRESS. 
These are strong sermons, graceful, and ought to live. 
—THOMAS WENTWORTH HIGGINSON. 


There is no attempt at rhyme, no meter in the sense of regular recurrence 
of accents. yet this looseness of form has not come from carelessness, for the 
greatest skill has been used in choice of words and in accents, so that the lines 
read with a free sonority, a long sweep that carries the mind on with an irres- 
istible rush and suggests great things. It is the poetry which suggests in its 
form the poetry of the Bible. They are stirring, inspiring, and awake the 
imagination. it is these poems chiefly which should bring fame to the poet by 
their originality, their beauty and their purpose. Ар importaut contribution to 
the literature of the period. —TERRE HAUTE TRIBUNE. 


He has struck out fearlessly for himself in untried paths. Nowhere does 
he show a trace of having a master. He gives the world his own thoughts, 


spoken in his own tongue. —LEAVENWORTH TIMES, 
^ A helprul tone that will inspire. —MINNEAPOLIS JOURNAL. 
`: Delicate sentiment and a deep vein of undeniable genius. 
BUFFALO COURIER., 
Once read, tbey will be read over and over again. They are full of love and 
4 wonder ot God's world, of sweetness and light. These are helpful, hopeful, 
Г. optimistic. many of them worthy to be illuminated and hung on the wall for daily 


Ы eouipanionship. But the most exquisite things in the book are not in rhyme bur 
$ iu prose, а gloritied prose. so flooded with beauritul thoughts, clothed in sonorous 
MAR words and moving with so melodious a eadence that it is more truly poetry than 
ever tho jingle of rhymiug syllables could have made it. [t is a good bonk to 
read, to know, to have with vou. —LYEAVENWORTH TIMES. 
Holds toe attention ol the thoughttul reader in по uncertain manner and 
sure to make many friends among these who muse on the inner meanings of lite. 
NORTH HAMPTON DAILY HERALD. 
afraid to defy conventions. To the few it will ba a delight to read and 
Meat, —BUPFALOG MORNING EXPRESS. ~- (4- 
Мах Ebrmana's Poems are too well known to need a laudatory introduc- 
1 C— нейл —5T. LOUIS REPUBLIC. 


Not 
re-road : 


— mas a SES — — ma — =o а 
Previous volumes ог Max Ehrmann s verse have achieved a popularity which 
is likely to be s stained by the present edition. * * * Humantarion verse, power- 
fully and conviscingly written. —PHILADELPHIA PRESS. 
No review can cont. in any measure of its charm and power. "The Light of 
the Sun” is one of the ñ'iest pieces of work that has come irom his pen. Itisa 
poweriul drama. Га "Portraits of Women” are poems very bold and daring. 
. The collection із certainly:noteworthy, and should be a permanent contribution 
to literature. —SPECTATOR. 
Evinces a rare nsight into a woman's heart. 
—THE MILWAUKEE WISCONSIN. 
Originality от expression and keen insight into human nature. 
—SAN FRANCISCO BULLETIN. 
А remarkabi- voiu me of poetry—fiercely iconoclastic. 
—CLEVELAND PLAIN DEALER. 
Strong in feeling. original in conception, and clear in expression. They 
raise а protest against ‘he grinding down of the poor, the idleness of the rich, 
the fever of the commercial world; against hypocrisy, greed, artificiality. 
—NEW ORLEANS PICAYUNE. 
A book of power, praising with lyric beauty the gentler things of life; and 
plunging the knife of keen criticism into the barbarities.of our modern life. 
—SAGINAW EVENING NEWS. 
“The Task,” the longest poem in the book, paints the pictures of despair and 
sounds the cries of the human heart in a way that they have not often been done 
before. 3 —SEATTLE TIMES. 
Pronouncing the philosophy back of every movement for the betterment 
of mankind. —ST. PAUL DISPATCH. 
In this volume of poems the author of “А Prayer' has given form to poems 
aS beautiful in sentiment and as simple in language as that classic which has 
made him well known. : —PITTSBURG DISPATCH. 
Р It is not ordinary, and Из spirituality and force grow upon one with con- 
tinued reading. —LOS ANGELES TIMES. 
A noteworthy collection. —DENVER POST 
This is a thoughtful book for thoughtful people. There is much beauty in 
the thoughts expressed and much spirituality. Among so many beautiful things 
it is hard to choose—pbeautiful enough to be Tepeated frequently as collects are 
repeated in churches. —BROOKLYN CITIZEN. 


Ai st interesting men of his generation. j JEF y f 
He is one ot the most in ime СН (Del) EVERY EVENING. 


a ann, modest and unassuming, has come to be recognized as a 
poet ise eie strike a universal response in human needs and ch тта 
hopes. Because he lived and struggied and wrote, he has belped others to p 
and struggle and toil. The ideals found in Ehrmann's helpful poems were i. - 
ten in hours of his own need of such ideais, and so have answered w orld nee s. 

—GEORGE BICKNELL in THE CAXTON MAGAZINE. 


i f the sweet singers of America. 
e ae J —GRAND RAPIDS HERALD. 


A delightful collection of verse by this brilliant author, whose pen see 
inspired апа who has heen touched with the devine fire of genius. As a poet and 
lecturer Mr. Ehrmann has won a notable place in the school of American writ- 
ers. He is many-sided in his art, and above all has the sweetness and simplicity 

is to scatter sunshine as he passes by. 
i WE ere —BUFFALO COURIER. 

To appreciate Mr. Ehrmann's writings it is well to understand in a Rd 

inni that he is a philosopher, something of a prophet, and very much of a 
deste —LOWELL (Mass.) COURICtR-CITIZEN. 


Max Ehrmann is as great a master in his way and for his purposes, of 

Saxon English, as Daniel Webster or Wendell Phillips was for his. He is the most 
ll th rators of present day revolt. 

D, NRI oe —ST. LOUIS POST DISPATCH. 


Passion fairly radiates from the poems of love. Max Ehrmann is suecess- 
ful in the difficuit allegorical, and parable forms of literature, and is a modern 
Psalmist. His brilliant intellect is in evidence in even the smallest otfering of 
his pen. NEW ALBANY (N. Y.) TIMES-U NION. 

A true student of the human bearr. —SEATTLE TIMES. 

Bold and striking—a warm hearted and impulsive writer. = 

—CHICAGO EXAMINER, 

Max Ehrmann. poet, philosopher, and sometimes prophet, has reached the 
goal in almost every word he ever wrote, for even while his feet are on the 
ground, his head is generally among the constellations. | : 

—GEO. WIGGS in GOOD CHEER MAGAZINE. 


The volume is a retlection ot Max Ehrmann, the man, a personage well 
worth knowing and ioving, and it should make him many friends. Those who 
read this delighttul volume will recognize the true poer and accord a high place 
among the rare few gifted with the poet's art. 

—GRAND RAPIDS HERALD. 


His frankness may provoke censure from some nersons who would avoid 


knowledge of worldliness, but ’Ehrmanno could not be anything if no: natural 
and his treatment of lite and the power that moves men and women must be 
accepted as truthful. 


<= = -- 


— PERRE HAUTE STAR. 


<j ° 


—THE МАМ -——————- 


Smite Le) eee. Oe. Ss - М: 
Мах еее lectrre-, !T7LIL2LLLD.. —ad autaor, has struck а new ¿eo 
poetical exz. »^c5. Perlhaus it is too soon to hail him as the gruer -.erican 


pees, Шо is yet a young man and his work may never anpear tl „ае many, but 
to some his lines are pure gold. His writings mark tue dawning of a new 
epoch in literature. Where others follow he has struck out fearlessly for him- 
self in untried paths. Nowhere does he show a trace of having а master. He 
gives the world his own thoughts, spoken in nis own tongue. He is never bromi- 
dic, never trite; always virile, courageous and unconventional. He revolts 
against “narrow hide-bound creeds and man-made laws,” cruel conventions that 
are but the husks of virtue, and cries ont Гог the ireedom that would hasten the 
onward march toward the greater good. Those who lack his "inner vision" and 
are deaf to tbe "silent language of God's universe” will see only a destruction 
of the whole social fabric in his teaching and will be blind to the higher piane 


с of civilization he sees. —LEAVENWORTH TIMES. 


The soul of a poet and wealth of imagination. —SAN FRANCISCO CALL. 
Max Ehrmann is a poet of the new school—the schoo] of rebellion against 
false traditions and of the making of new ideals and the keeping of the old ideals 
that are strong and good. —ST. PAUL PIONEER PRESS. 
He stands on à high plane; and one can endure a certain spirit of opposi- 
tion at every convention for the sweetness of his thoughts and the purity ot 
his devotion. А —TROY (N. Y.) RECORD. 
There is in his work, also, an elevation of thought, an earnestness of pur- 
pose and a high, fine, moral idealism, combined with a passionate love for jus- 
tice and the rights of man, that give special value to the volume. There is 
manifest in all his work, beart, soul, and moral virility that leads us to believe 


that he will do much for the cause of human rights ere he leaves this plane. 


—B. O. ee p in OVE NATERA CENTURY MAGAZINE. 


THE WIFE OF MAROBIUS 


BY 
MAX EHRMANN 
The Wife of Marobius is strongly dramatic and 
beautifully simple.—New York Evening Mail. 
Not often is the secret of a woman's emotional na- 


ture revealed as clearly as in this drama of love and 
pàssion.—[i'üisburg Press. 


а 


This story is true to-day and forever. Seattle 
Times. 


Max Ehrmann reveals the rich quality of his 
genius in The Wife of Marobius.— Milwaukee Wis- 
голу 


This is а bold theme. Emotion rises to the in- 
tensest pitch, but the poet rises with it. and no false 
note is struck. . . . Ehrmann has produced a 
notable piece of literature. — Indianapolis News. 


A moving and poignant tragedy, a play that is at 
once poetic and dramatic—Chicago Evening News. | 
It is intense and exalted; a play of palpitant power, 
in which barbaric passion breathes through verse 
of splendid texture —Pittsburg Gazette Times. 
It is a study of sensuous beauty, warm with life 
and movement, and with a genuine feeling for the 
tears of things expressed in music woven out of 


shadow and the reverses of the spirit. It has beauty 
and life.—TDoston Transcript. 


In The Wife of Marobius this gifted author displays 
his genius in a new and brilliant light. There is in 
the play a dignity of style. a notable eloquence cf 
expression, and a dramatie intensity that are tremen- 
dously compelling.—DBuff:lo Courier. 


It is marked with passion und intenaitv: and is 
powerfully dramatie—San Franciseo Bulletin, 


How I should love to play it! Really it is full of 
great. great chances.--William Faversham. 


Here are a fine and sure sense оѓ technique, a 
subtle understanding of the feminine mind. and a 
noble feeling for beauty at once sensuous ant moral. 
—The Prama. 
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РИ be е cercleasider end jook on 


—Shokespeare. 
j - — m : — ` 
earance in. аи eiie : еа стын я NBN ТЬ. Е 
{ ЕЕ Max Ehr- н: Believing that Max Eürmennul. £ Appreciation of of Max Ehrmann- ' 
ў e question Ваз! Desiderata" may. have almost 25^ ЗА bit o£ literary news, in an item, 
° been asked сі this h.c “Who , Wide an appeal as "А Prayer,’ " Ws © such as frequently gets little attention, : 
| 1з: ват Here, then, аге а few. ИВ fete DEO H ` comes im tha announcement of the firth) 
1G ое cas b Ban apy of 3 noise add): edition of “Jesus: А Passion Play," byi 
Д гас газ born at Terre ° Baste, and. remember. what we Ehrmann-/ This book. which wasi 
3 Haute; Inc. p graduated. from., - peace there; may be in silence, Аз given to the public by Mr. Ehrmann a: 
DePauw University aad took а! ‚таг as possible, without surrender, с d iversal praise! 
Two0-years' postgraduate course ini tbe cn good terms with all persons. «ie LA aT опус мерке nd 
philosophy at Harvard. For one: | Speak your truth quietly. and |. ^io .Mterary critics, writers of note, | 
vear ke served as deputy district; Clearly; and listen to others, even |. eminent clergymen and editors f| 
attorney. He is unmarried, At one: .jto the dull and the ignorant; they, ! - “= great religious publications. It was, 
ime he gave сыз ie  тезёїп ngs overt Í ' too, bave their story. Avoid loud = ‘published at the same time in. New! 
the country, out Бе is perhaps best”. and aggressive persons; they аге! UYerk and London and gave Мг. 
known.for Xs ma = books, his’ i| vexatious to. the spirit. If you: 'Shrmann а standing of importance | 
most widely -s2á piece being “Ai [compare yourself with others, you “literary circles of England. To. the; 
Prayer, repra cd ley They Stary шау become: yain or bitter, for-ai-|.. 2 credit oz the public that looks for suchi 
raster Sunda- |, «ways there wil be greater andi™ productions tbe hook was accepted inj 
Excepting tre Lerd’s Prayer, по, lesser persons than yourself, Enjoy  . + the spirit in which it was written. 
prayer ever pu5iisked іп the Eng- your achievements аз well as your’. 4 Such. literary ' productions . do | not 
lish. language паз Seen so widely; plang. Keep interested in your own, "Become best sellers but they do find a 
circulated. It nas been printed in; регеа however humble; it із ай’! cherished place in: the libraries of; 
every coaccivasie form, im- copies! real possession in the changing! E students and of lovers of fine drama. i 
numbering more than a million. Iu {fortunes of time. Exercise сац-| 2 ; The lasting: value and genuine appeal; 
паз been inserted into the Con. tion in your. business affairs, fori iof Мг. Enrmann'a book тау he judged|: 
gressional Record at Washington... the world is full of trickery. Вир; from. the bit of news about. the fifth |> 
It Баз been citen translated апо”  - let ibis not blind you to what vir- 3 edition. Best: sellers. of the. period of! 
set to. music. It ras been stolen! {tue there is; many persons strive F: the first edition of ;Jesus: A Passion| 
{тош public buildings, pirated! вог high ideals, and eve-ywhere life} j Play,” have passed from" memory. 
modified and »iaz:arized, found on! gis full of Reroism. Бе yourself. Sometimes wo try to recall from һазу ) 
the hadfes of s ices, the last sol- -'^jEspeciaily do not feign affection. E: $. memory even the title of а. story when 
в р. pinay tbe; р Neither be cynical about love; fori! sincidents of the once best seller аге! 
EI. ec s = ead ҮЧ = ar ер E all aridity and p . srevealed under а, new title in з тїо- | 
alike of she avenue millian-| ‘the =з ж РИ elie ы ne š oe pete 26774 н 
zires and ire Eoawery.poor of: “lof the y wr d counsel This all prompts the “question e 
EY ` {Т 0 years, gracefully surrender-? еленер Terre Haute really арргесі- | 
riany great з. Thousands of; ;ing the things of youth Nurture! ites the big things Mr; Hh h | 
persons who never go inside a! ~ ;strenzth of spi на ‘ates the big CET sanan nan 
RN. A TET strength of spirit to shield you ini ^ done. Не has elected. to` remain EY 
caurck read and love it, It is а, sudden misfortune. But do not E cit! f hi tive t ther th 
Ew iniversai secause work isi tress yourself with-dark imazin-F#% gontor ete te Бш: Ех IM 
отсева аго iss Ж religion. | ings, Many fears mre bo ur i migrate аз do so many writers. He is| 
Many years 1:2 Max Ehrmann! р rn of fa-!. › one of us, а quiet, unassuming, kindly | 


tigue and loneliness. Beyond al. 


gue neline ! man, with аН {Һе vision, hopefulness | 
ү о We sx be gentlei". and ideals of the poet but with none 
Yu = H гоц аге а child of | | of the temperamental whims so often} 

Ç ES no less than the trees | `r looked for in this .class of _writers.; 
;and the stars; you have a right tn): h 


the роеі-ріаггуізат, lay ill in Co- 
lumbia, 3 Cz ra he had gone: 
in search of Дәлил. There are per-. 
sons at ое pia who still remem- 


Зас биг r siowly. forth- і ° |-* Because he is one of us perhaps we; 

Zaun SRE PO Gk: dios Е Ps here. And whether or not it is) > nave. been НЕЯ too much just to. 
xeex, well up and lean- CERE to- you, тодош tno “une “take him for granted. 

m Pen. C wt С EM. verse is unfolding as it should. 2% aa nr a nis VERON d т 

— dp ot 0c ec. T = E A " 5 t 

LEE E un soc" years | Therefore, be at peace with God,- E ‘proud of the work he has done. Hisl 


Ms С “whatever yo i 

о ane to! E you conceive: Him to be. 
| 1 Апа whatever your labors and as-! 
š трігаііопз, in the noisy confusion ой 


jatar the poet 
тие “А Pra 


books and poems have. gone forth! 
zi bearing an inspiration to cleaner} 


"^ “One aier might I was ia ^^ life, keep peace in your soul. With. thoughts and better things. The city | 
224 out Of mv red. more often all its sham, drudgery and Кеа iis proud of Mr. Ehrmann. whenever it! 
ац Er it пай зо little strength Ta j: 4 is still а beautiful; NT reminded of his achievements. It 
= е таңы E ET only a; Я сті. Be cheerful, Strive to balkan loves the poet, rot only because he із | 
i. E ng? ate A aight: one $ happy." “© a poet, but because he is a ran. among 
пас ib was чагу 20 Camp aad an- + ++ ^^ “men and joys in the every day life of 
Scher faat I nou sear the faint, Ti is regrettable that we spend the conscientious worker 
music of a cance across the street! most of our living moments get-! EO ER REV А Lei 

г irom my Rotel room, It seemed to ting ready to live life or gettinz' ; ; ; RIN RUNE 

loneliness of the ready to leave it. Ter 44753 


my soul. I grew: 
‘es i2 л man only; 
peus Ee ям living thing.! 
a dangerous, 
this state of 
je, 202 окун 


c ny 3 зе 


Lc from omo, 
wrois 


АШ бас rone 
М 


apunto tha) 
= Ке 


БОГ" wa 


ved 


MN 
EL ы, - a pa ey 


Max Ehrmann 
RUTH HUNTINGTON 
‘scentiy, I promised myseif to learn - 
sore -about їйїз man ої letters of 
bem Terre  Jaureans аге justly: 
youd. Sinee then. during spare mom- ; 
its, іа searen information, I have і 
пе tareugn 4s copies of Who’s 
Who, Readers ( ‘Jes. and Congres- 


aul Records. wily, I have read 
са that Max "ann nas written. 
‘аз been -nlightening and - 
th while + conve, and Г have} 
‘ded to sna L part of dt with 


ag biographical 
he hope that a 
women will find 


ters. The 
та are inci 
v of my fe: 


in some 1 oZ information 
carding this Созге Hautecwriter: 

Max Ehrnian truly a native of 

‘ity. The following quotation 

a prose poem entitled “Му, 


itive City," expresses his feelings! 
ogarding Terre Haute: “О my native; 
city! thou knowest not how often I 
ave thought of thee when far away. 
When I have wandered amid other 
cones, and other men and women and: 
children have passed me by, fondly, 
have I thought of thee. The cool shade 
of thy many trees. and the memory! 
of thy gentle river at thy “ren Bl 
have been a solace to me in strange; 
and distant places. . . . , Within thy 
bosom I lay as a child, have grown 
to manhood, und snail at last rest, 
in dreamless sleep." | 

Max Ehrmann received his Ph.B. 
from DePauw University and spent, 
two years in the study of law at 
Harvard. Не a member of the; 
Mushors' League America and was, 
honored with the invitation to Бесозиз! 
n member of the Authors’ Club ofi 
London. With the exception of a short 
time during which he served as prose- 
cuting attorney, he has done that 
which is his life’s work. “Г live to try 
te create beautiful things, and to do 
some good, as | see good.” This is his 
self-expressed two-fold objective in 
life; the motivating force back of all 
his writings. 


- endeavor. 


Numerous writings of literary 
merit have appeared from his реп. 
The werk which has won for him 
universal recognition and which per- 
haps best shows his aspirations is 
hat heartiful prose поет, “А Pray-, 
vn with which all of you are fami- 
Пас. No other prayer published т 
the English language, exeepting the 
Lord’s Prayer, has been so widely | 
circulated. It has been printed into 
millions of copies. translated, set to 
music, and is known almost the world 
over. Max E! mann has written а 


nuriber of jr things in vrose. 
| im a pr ! is truly akin to 
poetry. 
Among his v fs. you will tind 
ething to rt mood. [f mystery 
Wels appeal ead "The Mys- 


lane" and "The 
" wish some- 
lisht ang “yn [ recom- 
h а Bunk Robber” 
mi “Thè Plun For a more seri- 
ood. i lover will enjoy 
Poetic dramas: 
Plava s The Wis 
"David and Bati- 


ire for зоба re- 


rh 41 
! 4 
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* form, you might read through Мах | = 
$ Ehrmana’s “Scarlet Women Series” 
and dnd wnat this author nas done іп = 
jan effort to help correct ап ever-% 
! present social evil. Among his poems, ` 


к 


“too, you will find some in which he = 
4 rebels against the present order of 


things. Each of us in interested in~ 
Paul Dresser, composer of the song, +. 
“On the Banks of the Wabash”; Max 
Enrmann has given to us the best’ 
available biographical sketch of that 
famous Terre Haute song writer. 


” 


à 


The above is not a complete enum- 
eration of all that has come from tne 


i pen of this writer. It is enough, now- 


ver, to indicate that his interest and 
ability is not limited to one field of 
Who's Who among North 
American -inthors gives quite a com- 
plete picture of what he has written. 
From time to time, new things appear. 
I, for one, shall read with interest 
anything of Max Ehrmann's which: 
may be, published in the future. f 

I beleve I enjoy most Max Ehr-; 
mann, the poet, who with lyric beauty! 
praises the gentler things of life. In! 
our hurried, noisy world we need! 
such poems аз he has given us. The, 
reading of these poems leaves one| 
with a feeling of quietness and peace. 
The two selections below, taken from: 
his book of poems, illustrate the quali- 


ties which I like best: | 


x 


ч 


Ei YOU LIE DOWN TO SLEEP 

Ere you lie down to sleep in the 
night, sit still a while, and nurse} 
again to life your gentler self, Forget | 
the restless, noisy spirit of the бау, 
and encourage to speech the soft! 
voices within you that timidly whisper! 
of the peace of the great still night;! 
and occasionally look out at the quiet. 
stars. The nighi will soothe you like 
a tender mother. folding you against) 
her soft bosom, and hiding you from 
the harm оЁ the world. Though de- 
spised and rejected by men in the, 
light of tlie day, the night will not 
reject you; and in the still of her 
soft shadows you are free. After the 
day's struggle, there is no freedom 
like unfettered thoughts, no sound 
like the music of silence. And though 
behind you lies a road of dust and, 
heat, and before you the fear of un-| 
tried paths, in this brief hour you | 
are master of all highways and the. 
universe nestles in your soul. There-| 
fore, in the night, sit still awhile and 
dream awake, ere you lie down to 
sleep. 


EVENING SONG 


My way 
And say 
No word of mine own woe: 
But let me smile each day. 


| 
Give me to gladly go | 


Give me the strength to do 
My task 
T ask; 

ind that I shall not rue 

The toiler's grimy mask. 

Give one loved hand tu те, 

Ani leave 

The eve 

l undisturbed as we 

Our strength of souls retrieve. 
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Max Ehrmann’s Prayer 
i5  NowA Shrine Of Hope 
2 ^ -- By Corbin Patrick 


According to Dr. Gallup's findings, в ma- 
Y з jonty of persons interviewed by his experts be- 
^ Neve there is less real happiness in the world 
now than at some previous but unspecified 
date. That's not surprising, since time lends 
enchantment. to davs of long ago and most of 
i us look back to a dimly but fondly remembered 
period of youth or childhood as the happiest of | 
our lives. If we could recail those golden days | 
in near focus, we might change our minds. 

This over-the-shoulder view is a pessimistic | 
attitude. It suggests disillusionment and lest | 
hope. There's a tinge of pessimism, too, in the | 
opposite point of view—the kind of wishful 
thinking in which the happiest day js always 
tomorraw. It grows on neglected opportu- 

“nities. The well-balanced individual cherishes 
both dreams and memories but is not. dis- 
pleased with present blessings. 

° 


The surprising thing about Dr. Gallup's ге- 
port is the number of philosophers among us 
who believe that humanity is improving, not 
only in health and knowledge but in spiritual 
values. They’re in a minority, to be sure, but 
thev’re the salt of the earth. It’s such faith in 
their fellowmen that gives us assurance of a 
béiter world tomorrow. The biggest percentage 
of persons questioned in Dr. Gallup's survey 
believes the human race is definitely getting 
worse in respect to peace of mind. This belief | 
undoubtedly reflects their own inner un- 
easiness. \ 

Perhaps they need the simple but helpful- 
wisdom of a poem in the‘ form of a:prayer 
written by the late Max Ehrmann, poet and 
philosopher who lived in Terre Haute айа was 
made a doctor of letters by his alma mater, 
DePauw University, He wrote it while sick, 
alone and sleepless in а hotel room. Then he 
threw it in the wastebasket. The next morn- 
inz a maid brought it back to him, saying it 

5 was such beautiful writing it should not be 
ihrown away. So Mr. Ehrmann thought better 
of it. The people of Terre Haute think well 
enough of it to have it exhibited on a bronze 
plaque in their Sheldon Swope Art Gallery. 

° 


This is Max Ehrmann's prayer: 

“Let me da my work each day; and if the 
darkened hours of despair overcome me, may I | 
not forget the strength that comforted me in 
the desolation of other times. May I still 
remember the bright hours that found me walk- 
ing over the silent hills of my childhood, or 
dreaming on the margin of the quiet river, 
when а light glowed within me, and I promised 
my early God to have courage amid the tem- 
pests of the changing years. Spare me from 
the bitterness and from the sharp passions of | 
unguarded moments. May I not forget that | 
poverty and riches are of the spirit. Though | 
the "world know me not, my thoughts and 
$7 actions be such as shall keep me friendly with | 

mysolf. 
“Tift my eves from the earth, and let me 
` not forget tne uses of the stars. Forbid that I 
j- should judge others lest I condemn myself. Let 
ma not follow the clamor of the worid, but 
walk Calmly in my path, Give me a few friends 
who will love me for what I am: and keep 
over burning before my vagrant steps the 
колу light of hone. And though age and 
intiymity overtake me. and Y come not withia 
sight of the castle of my dreams. teach me still 
to Pe thankful for life, and for time’s olden 
memories that are good and sweet: and may 
the evening's twilight ind me gente эп.” 
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С 3А new edition of the poems of 


“the late Max rmanneof Terre 
. Haute, whose 7 birth. arnivor-!| 
‘sary. occurs nex: Friday, Sept. 26, 
has been com: і by Mrs. Ehr-! 


mann and i3 with the Raby 


lishers. 

Founder ng Classical| 

School, for s rsa private 
insutuuon in ес Mr: nr- is 
mann has’ been 251 f- 
forts to the new ove of үзеш 
апд? 18 now eng: in pre i 
the ‘poet’s journ: publi n, { 
editing а new ed tcn of his : 
and in writing a snort biogian y. 

The Terre Чаще author апа 
poet, whose ‘ks are in the zreat;s 
Bio оф u — a - 

p | 

"Bparies of tbe nation, died sud-(W 
dently in. September of 1945,.and E 


so Mrs: Ehrmana sas carried. onj] 
the work.of the new editions and? 
the ртерагапоп oi his “journal; 
alone. They had planned. to pre-ri 
pare’ the editions together. a 
“The Journal of Max. Ehrmann | 
represents tweny years of. the 
noet's reflections on life, literzture}| 
and religion, Mrs. Ehrmann 
selieves that his friends and tite 
reading public will find it especial- \ 
ly interesting and inspiring. © The} 
“Journal” ends as the recent war 
eeame intensified and as it af-| 
‘acted the spirit of the poet more}, 
more. 
ее Ehrmann is working at Шеј 
ame table used by ker husband {0 
write the biograpnv. Not a day 
asses but what she receives re- 
quests for his poems and she be- Ы 
‘aves that the new collection. УШ 
serve to introduce ais works to the 
younger readers and provide re- 
e'wal acquaintance and inspiration 
> those who have xnown his: writ- 1 
53. à à 
Four of his most famous works, š 
Desiderata,” "A Prayer." “Вгеак- 
ng Home Ties," and "Who En-|- 


tezeth Here," are hanging in Swope Ul 
a+ Gallery. A dav of recognition Ë 
vas held at the gailery severall; 
gd 

k | 


‘New Edition of Ehrm 


ynths 
vor has 


in Poetry ` 
Now In Hands of Publishers. 
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MAX EHRMANN 


before his 


daath. 
ізет translated Into 74: 


languages, and Mrs. Ehrmann has | 
a framed сору in Arabic brought to || 
the poet by Miss Thirza, Bunce j 
[reed Malaya where she heard itj 


read. at а church service.  His| 
poems were widely published in! 
| Sunday feature editions of news-! 
| papers for a number of yeors. | 
The book of Ehrmann plays wilt! 
qinclude “The Wife of Marobius,” | 
“which has been published as al 
separate book; "David and Beth-| 
sheda,” “Tamar,” which has not: 
‘been published. heretofore, апа: 
“The Light of the Sun.” * | 
i. Literary Scrapbook. | 
| The poet's.letters from. famous: 
literary and public figures of his; 
day have been collected into scrap- : 
| books by Mrs: Ehrmann. Included : 
| are letters from: Mary Garden, Ed- | 
ward Carpenter, Otis Skinner, ' 
Hugo Munsterberg, Israel Zang-' 
‘well; Margaret .Deland, Hamlin 4 
\Gariand, Minnie Fiske, Margaret! 
aSanger, William Faversham, Elbert | 
- Hubbard, Upton Sinclair, Ellen! 
Terry, Basil Rathbone, Louise! 
-Dreiser, Van Wyck Brooks, Наг- | 
¿riet Monroe, Max Eastman, Edwin; 
Markham and others. | 
Ё The famous actress, Ellen Terry. | 
-after reading a volume of thel 
&note, "I see you are very good, and Í 
Ti like you very much." There are| 
| A number of letters from Jack Lon- | 
don and some from his wife after | 
the author's death, several from! 
Havelock Ellis of England, Theo-| 
idore Dreiser, and а folder ot: 
Н notes from Eugene Debs, who en- 
‘couraged the young poet in his 
early years. 

Mrs. Ehrmann has enjoyed par- 
{ticularly re-reading correspondence 
\|from Dr. Merrill Moore, a psychi- 
У аѓгіѕї, who used some of the poems 
піп work with military personnel in 
| Ве South Pacific: On one of the 

mimeographed messages Dr. Moore. 
{has written, "I use Desiderata lib- 
erally and always find it helpful. 
Like a panacea (it cures еүегу-! 
thing) it should be bottled. and 
sold as Dr. Ehrmann’s magic soul ! 
i medicine." T | 
| It was James Whitcomb Riley: 
i 

| 


who advised the young Harvard 
poet to keep his press поНсез,, 
| printed poems and letters and it is: 
| Гоп? these sources that Mrs. Еһг-, 
mann is drawing much of her ma-i 
terial for the new books. “Рагііс-! 
ularly in *nese days, I believe 
Max's works are helpful to people. 
He had a message of quietude and 
he knew that it was up to every- 
one to find it within," she says. 
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d New Edition Of m ерү S Works: 


Recall: His Cosim ps Life; 


By Bruce McCormick. 

Appearance of the Poems of 
Max Ehrmann in a new edition en- 
livens vivid memories of the man 
himself, strolling the streets of 
his native Terre Haute, eager toi 
talk: to people, his conversation; 
the material of poetry. 

These- poems reflect the rich-: 
ness of Ehrmann’s philosophy; 
‘nurtured. by studies under San- 
tayana, Royce and James at Har- 
vard, and tested in the spirituall 
| turmoil of living. “They аге 
| coucned im words of Biblical vigor, 
and are the marx of the .»oet'si 
success in rescuing what once: 
were honored as eternal verities: 
from the prejudice and forgetful-- 
ness of day-to-day commonplace 
| activity. к 2 ! 

In so doing, he has brightened! 
imperishable truths. with .poetici 
fire, and sharpened the арргес!а-; 
ition of readers for them. | 
! Much of the same service has | 
| beens done for Max “Ehrmann’s 
poems by his widow, Bertha Ж. 
| Ehrmann, as editor, and Bruce]! 
Humphries; publisher of the.new 
edition. [ 
| This review does not profess to! 
| be a technical analysis of Ehr-| 
` mann's poems, or a critical evalua- 
‘tion of his place in art or the 
"schools," but it does assume to 
call attention to the fact that a 
warm, deep, gentle and perceptive 
personality moved among us and 
“made his home here in Terre 
Haute for many years. 

Ehrmann's prose pqem. А Prayer 
—most widely read and loved of! 
several prayers from his pen—oí; 
course will be found in the new! 
volume, with other verse treas-| 
| ured by many readers. | 

Edwin Markham- wrote to Max 
Enrmann of the “simplicity, maj- 
esty and tenderness" of A Prayer; | 
of which he added, "It is worthy] 
|to be graven in granite." 

Some of Ehrmann's verse deals| 
E with social injustice inj 
tones which can bear repetition || 
endlessly. Не was always aware}! 
: of and a fighter against the cruelties | 
: and blindnesses In human rela-| 

tions. .And he was well aware of 
і despair. = 
| Other péems give emphasis -tof 
i the beauties and satisfactions of a! 
quiet, thoughtful way of life зис] 
as Ehrmann knew and valued. es-! 
pecially after he left the world of | 


— 


ee 


writing. . His rooms on South; 


| Sixth street, in the heart of the! 
| city, were a refuge to him and to! 
! others. К 1 


20/2) WESS c opem 


law and business to give nis whole | 
| attention and energy to study and! 


ok 2a LAE Сс 


The volume of poems in new! 
dress also cannot fail to rexindle || 
for many of us a sense of days! 
long lost, an era which may be! 
described best in the poets own 


|words trom his Journal, “Тһе! 
glorious, incandescent davs otf 
youth.” 


It seems fitting, also, to revive i 
some knowledge of the esteem in | 
which Ehrmann’s work was held || 
by contemporaries Of nis most | 
fruitful years. Twenty-four years | 
ago, this reviewer was privileged li 
to read through much of Max Ehr- 
mann's voluminous correspond-|} 
ence, and wrote at that time: id 

Havelock Ellis has written sev- ! 
eral letters to the poet filled with if 
enthusiasm for his work, espec-? 
ially for А Prayer, whicn wast 
xnown also to the English ашћ- 


- — —— 


from. Charmlan and Jack London. į 


"Mrs. London: wrote, `The copy' 

| of a A Prayer is even now amongst 
' the things. Jack loved. standing: 
on-a little mantel-piece. where Һе 
‚ used to stand and re-read his fa-: 
j Vorites.' Jack - London.- writing 
„гоп: Honolulu. to. Ehrmann in 
{1915, gave warm praise to "Jesus: 
A Passion Play." 

"There are letters from William | 
| Faversham regarding ‘The Wife: 
| of Marobius, a later drama ої! 
i Ehrmann. The actor said the play 
| was full of ‘great, great chances.’ 
| "There are letters of praise, en- i 
! couraging criticism and gratitude | 
| from Israel Zangwill, Edward Car-: 
} penter, А. Lawrence Lowell, Bliss! 
! Perry, Brander’ Matthews, Enrico| 
í Caruso, Mary Garden, Elbert Hub- | 
ibard, Cale Young. Rice, Booth! 
Tarkington and Edward Everett | 
Hale." ; 

3 It is to be hoped that the new 
| edition of Max Ehrmann's Poemsi 
| will lead many new readers to be- | 
'stow similar generous apprecia-i 
‘tion. 
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[7 The recent publication of “The! 
l Poems of Max Ehrmann” has) 
|- brought a new interest in the life! 
| ' of Max Ehrmann and how he lived | 
| | in Terre Haute. Max Ehrmann had 
great aifection for Terre Haute and | 
chose to spend his days in his na- 
1 tive city. To him, lover of the quiet 
life, Terre Haute held the pattern 
of the larger world and he has 
E = celebrated it in many of his poems. 
+ In "Terre Haute" he wrote: 


1 “What various aspirations man pursues! 
It matters rot what visions lure, 
Here may ambiticn all its talent use; 
Here is the world in miniature.” 
l In his Journal there are many! 
4 entries of this affection for Terre! 
! Haute. Mar ch 2641922 .. . "It is 


` raining. I dm here in my "rooms, 


© surrounded by ту books. Around 


me live acauainzances and friends. 


EPE ет 
⁄ КТЕ is good to be here on on this. spat 
lof earth where I was born, where 
‘my father and mother lived, la- 
: bored and were happy. I would that 


“all persons might find such a loved | 


~ spot on earth. It is a spiritual pos- 
‘session. To belong somewhere, to 
ibe known somewhere, to labor 
somewhere, to have-ties that the 
\ years have endeared—these аге 
В пої the least among the durable 
©] satisfactions of life.” Again іп the 
Journal he writes: "In large cities 
one's view is diffused; here none 
can escape one's microscope. The 
histories of many lives I have seen 
unfoid year after year. Here also 
there is romance and heroism—the 


— 4% 


whoie drama of human life. Here | 


in this smoky, commercial city that 
has not one Dit of bronze or mar- 
ble for the public eye—-yes, even 
here let me keep my eyes open, my 
feelings warm, my understanding; 
keen. Let me drive out of myself} 
the universal madness to be else- 
where in search of the joy of life, 
for the joy of life resides. within: 
oneseif. Let me universalize my 
sympathies, let me understand the 
young man eager for money, the 
young poet eager for.beauty, and; 

l youth eager for love. All this 


S 


"P 
£ 
Ü 


al 
‘Ihe гас in this-d dear city ot. my bisth." t 


«ntt “ep i eoa: mana Basge in Deming 
E Rods "- zain xn tbe Journal 
ty? 


x 
‘a bis poem My Native, СЙ per 10, 1935... . 
| з nas written “My дайуе сиу Today wien I went out to the: 
hou knowest not now often I have: uo range everthing inside 
| sought of “hee when far away. seemed ieaden. Sut after arch- 
^a cool shade ог thy many trees, 2 £ hours I was re 
nd the memory oi the gentle river! liver and heart 
tay Margin have been а salace zing them an op-; 
> me im strange places. live again decently 
But thou wit jo on 'oncerned . We were a happy 
s aver! when i 2: ne into the ng : to "own. Now, al- 
епі land. Soon wiit forge (guod dinner, ali the aggrega- 
| на: I wandered our tby-streets- оў ma > i; At peace and 
| де shadow т buildings. Lor гаї изар. I am sure 
| him thy Бо: y asa ша, ; wi liver ога not 
I е grown tc 206. And : +з. They do 
| ast rest in mi slee n iai an author. 
| once he Н “Long int Г rbin хевліу inier- 
| this. pres tion. 1s nv Bec ] 
| .I may st: ua Dg tnese ’ 3 1 2 wied 
| is of.Ter te.” n thirty or 
ix Ehrr 3 525 sly, ° 
cated tc ^ vori fc h al ; " 
life w neces о [ 
it, bi en: t ersalj 5 
he lived п jt. ad! 
He aac rs ior ed in $ 
stuc rec: eation. " | 
43 in coved "Little ; knew | 
ne it autiful ; sincer 
е made t3" e jut his > tiked пеп» 
205; cherished nou vriting| = " 
were in the midzi í2.0C6. Ai-| ple and wanted Io, hear their: 
:згпоопз, under tA trees Of] stories, He listened with sympathy | 
Deming Park. се х sit listeh- ‚ара never ceased to marvel over 


moments of despair.” Here in the| 


llike waiks and дош. And finally 


ng to the peacefu. E Це of m jthe: heroism of daily life. In in- 
eaves and : © suclt voice with: formal conversation his courtes 
n—that in: {се which Balzac yi 


could subtly dispel one's preoccu-| 
pation with trivial matters- He | 
would not descend in his conversa- | 
Чоп but zave nis. listeners. some- | 


jaid "supports a man of gifts in his 


ilence of the woeds he found the 


2eace of soul tha’ пе brought back | ithing со think about: His mind was i 


to the confused vw. rid in his poems. | | à reservoir of thought, wide read-| 
ro ihe comfort and spiritual up-| | пя; interesting anecdotes and de- 
uft of nis wrilings thousands оѓ | рещ humor. Не liked ta stir up 
men and women зла many letters | as@iscussion but would» never ar- 
through the -2oars паче testified. gue, “State your truth quietly and || 
This Confused World. clearly, and listen to others; they |i 
Ном to liva хил oneself, how | too have their story." Yet with his| 
о live with others. the purposes of | good friends and the professors at| 
iving in a ccntused worid—these | the college he could indulge in the 
беге his tusu . Qay by putting; pleasant barbs- of plain speaking. 
jome serivus .urpose and meaning, fe Max Zhrmann о мазо a~cheertul | 
into one’s ir lvidual life could one | man. He was never cynical or dis- : 
and relic. ог nave dignity in the | tressed others with his own dark ||‘ 
disturbed world of today. | days. “We all are radiant enough |} 
Max зиглаля was always an zem ! 
yut-door person. He used to say: 
"| mus. x2e20 my animal exer- 


; upon the street but the shadows lie 
inside;" His. own frequent sadness 
cised.” in his youth it was tennis; or deep discouragement he did not 
then with the slowing years it was || inflict upon others but in the pazes 
gati. In his Journal he wrote: "My | of his friendly Journal he found 
recreation now consists of watch- | relief. | 
ing sunsets and sunrises, moon- || Пе liked to talk with young peo-, 
|| ple about their plans and ambi-| 
ue was devoted to archery at the H tiens. - : : 
w He wanted to give them encour-: 

ag-ment. for from his own experi- | 

| enses he knew how little their finer | 

‘ambitions are appreciated and how 

| Ш-ргераге@ they are for the actual 

world. Often he was visited byi 

young men for they knew he would | 

be honest with them. He encour- 

[aged them. He encouraged count- 


Caere 


"acis 


lless young people working at un- 
{congenial tasks while stifling their 
;ereative energies. He knew the 
| bitterness of that struggle. 

| Of his interest and affection for 
j elderly men he wrote often in his 


| Journal. From them he wanted to; 
find out what they had gotten from! 
jlife and with what faiths and be-: 


{liefs they faced the final days. 

; August 15,.1934 . . . Journal— 
"I have :ried to find out about life, 
especiailv irom the writings and 
conversations oi elderly persons. 

| What does this passenger think of 

the vovage when nearing the end? 
One thought recurs in these tales: 
one.should 5e unafraid: one should 


—— — wa x 


i not be much distraught by life;: 

| one should be little perturbed, take 
‘witnout bitterness what troubles 
life inflicts, and accept with а 

‘grateful mind the gifts she offers. | 
Serenity. The old know that peace, 

the still soul, has value for life.” 

As his friends know, Max Ehr- 

mann lived simply and even aus- 

terely. He never wanted fame or 

money. Не did пої care for 

“things but if one offered him an 

idea he was interested. Often he 

sacrificed his comforts to his be- 

loved work. Пе shunned publicity. 

At times life was hard in the 

“Little Rooms” where he lived but 

he loved them. His poem “The 

Tradesman and the Poet" show his. 
inner wealth, 


Some Worthy Business. 


contrast between the beauty and 
agundance of the earth and tne: 
marvelions discoveries of science 
thal nave sy eased man’s daily liv- 


Max Ehemann loved life. Tae | 


‚е beautifui—tnis con- 
ast flied him with sadness an 
ит сә cail upon men and 
D Jer adout some worthy 
чилаѕѕ cf living and service, 

Journal. "I would reclaim a liil 
гла леагт of maa. infuse a bit) 
gentleness into the stern ethics 


M —— 


R 5 š Ç 4 F @ 298 Ue чы 4 T > t 
& | of trade, and make life the 5-} №. N Mr. SEIEN 
Г ,preme art instead of acquisition. $ 
B ji I could inva moment of noble, rend: ©} Мах Ehrmann 
' elation, write" а bit of glorified] , P. : 
à | prose that would soften the stern , А? Dedication Of у iy 
х Ways of life, and bring to our fev- AoE ES 
e pe days some courage,. dignity + Memorial. =ç E 
rand poise—I should ре чей con- Ууу ЖҮК, / 77 š 
tent.” i J i 
Surely this Max Ehrmann did. | Friends and Pen m of tke lats | 


He e up а light x little ені | Мах Ehrmann attended ceremonies | 
‘ahead of us, dreamed his ideals ac Р hr- 

;lived them and passed them on to | В Sundayjatternoott лера: | 
mann presented Terre Haute and 


-= Е", | ae Ц -M = ^ I 

jus. He often wrote of the "dreams j the Swope Art Gallery Bu. ap 
of his youth." his aspirations to j bronze plaque of ihe poets “A | 
| write beautiful bcoxs. His poems. | Prayer.” 

‘dramas and his Journal are beau- Nearly 200 persons were present 

| tiful books. They are his message fat the gallery. Ehrmann poems | 


jof-beauty, serenity and wisdom io were read by Dean J. E. Grinnell 
| this generation. of Indiana State Teachers College, | 


Journal September 26. 1936— Mrs. Clarence Royce and Ernest | 
[ (midnight) Today is my birthday. Ч aiden, | 


i There. was a notice of the, fact in A Dr. Harry vA Wann paia tribute | 
[the fnorning and evening papers. | to the poet, "his optimism, his Ç 
А number of persoás took my hanÓ faith in the goodness of men. his - 
| today and wished me well. This “belief in God, his respect for the | 
evening, a local broadcasting sta- views of other people and his № 
! боп gave a program of my poems ` hatred of all sham.” I 
k 

| 

| 

| 

| 


Allen D. Albert, director of the 


to musical accompaniment—su- gallery, also paid tribute to Мг. |. 
perbly done. I spoke a few words Ehrmann im closing the exercises. |: 
of gratitude. What would Е do Mrs. Ehrmann presented the 
without the affection of my fellow ; deed to the plaque jointly to 


le! I have tried. several Mayor Ralph Tucker, for the city, 
ines [eres pO years to live е!ѕе- and W. T, Turman, president of 
where; but always I came- back. ,the board of the art gallery. "m 
Time--swift time! The praise of | Тһе deed of the gift, copies ot 
my friends and neighbors here at ‘which were presented to cR 
home has been sweetest to me. It ` friends by Mrs. Ehrmann, Apes 
has been: a happy day. Dear friends А5 a memorial to Max Ehr- 
here at home. you wili never read mann 1 have had cast in bronze 
this; but in my daily walk I will the text of A Prayer, with which 
(fry to tell you of my gratitude for his name promises to be long as- | 
i affection.” sociated. to be a gift to the city | 
jY9U5 that he loved and the gallery that | 
^ he had come to rezard as embody- 
ing the aspirations of the city. | 

"The bronze. I now present іс ! 
the two institutions — the city of 
Terre Haute and the Sheldon | 
Swope Art Gailery for display in | 
such position аз the officials of ' 
the gallery may believe to be ap- 
propriate to its message. 

"In witness whereof I have exe- 
cuted this deed of gift on this the 
twenty-seventh day of November, . 
‚ 1949, in the city of Terre Haute, 
; Indiana.” 


--- 


New Edition Of Max Ehrmann 
F Among The Spring Season Books 


23] i 4/5 so w 
By Мареі ее; 
Announcement ‘vas de Satur- 
day of the publication The. Wife ' 

of Marobius ind ther Plays” by 
MaxeEhrmann. 5 3 ге vol- 
ıme;# companion t ems," 
‘ontains four р which 
‘ave "been previ plished. 
Like “The Poer ix Ehr- | 
manm" issued ` is book | 
so is edited K. Ehr- 
nanm and Bruce 
Humphries c o The preface 
vas тЫ ^nrmann-:. | 
Ihe ni iach Met- “The Wife o£! 
Marobins," “The Light of the Sun,” 
“David an athsneoa” and “Eter-| 
nal Male and Female. | 
The poem, “А Virgin’s Dream,” 


the theme of which is the same as 
that of the piays—the love. Tights 
ofswomen—is aiso pee in the 
volume. 23 

Few have realized that Titerary 
versatility of Max Ehrmann—Ris 
work included poems, «drama 
(Jesus, a Passion Play"): articles 
on science in the Yale Review and 
the Harvard Graduates Magazine 
and Journal. 

These plays of Мах Ehrmann 
deal with the eternal conflict be- 
tween men and women on their 
part in-the love-life—the conflict 
between love and passion and con- 
science with a moral keenly 
pointed. 

The settings are ancient or ori- 
ental with a rica grandeur but the 
"haracters and themes are pum 
modern. 

The Bufalo Courier has: A 

mented “In the plays of this gifted 
author there is sincerity, dignity of 
style, and dramatic power. His 
style 13 that of the cultured man of 


| 
letters and his work kas a freshness! 
and originality of thought that only| 
a well rounded student of litera-! Í 
ture can produce." 

“The Wife of Marobius" brought 
instant- acclaim. Notices of the 
book include tributes to this play 
by Claude Bowers, author and am- 


magazines and newspapers of the! 


country. ? 


Mr. Eowers wrote to Мг; Ehr- } 
man: “With each reading of ‘The | 
Wife of Marobius. the. subtlety, 
‘he beauty and power of it grows: 
upon me. If one of the most! 
virile, fascinating dramas I have 
ever read. The imagery and phras- , 
ing are not surpassed in the finest} 
passages of Stepnen Phillips and; 
che keen insight into feminine psy-} 
chology is worthy o? D'Annunzio."! 

William Haversham, well-known, 
actor: “How I shouid love to play! 
it! I picked it up and started tol 
read it and I aever stopped. Then: 
I it over again and, im my} 


I read 
mind, I staged, managed and pro- 
t is full of great, 


is 


duced it. Really. 
great chances." 


And the апе Times,.. “The ] 
story of ‘The Wife or Marobius' is| 
true today and orever." 

"David and :asheba" is charm- 
ng hoth as to set (tings and charac- 


tars. The play lows closely the 
Old Testament story. Drama Maga- 
dina found al! this charm and said 
Е, pone achievement of! 
Max Ehrmann wo to che present is; 
uis play ‘David and Bathsheba.'! 
Written in the spirit and vernacu-! 
tar of the time, the language! 
breathes the scunt of Hebraic days 
in all its orientai beauty.” 

efarnal tle between! 


woman and man is again the theme 
"Eternal Male. and Female.” 
Though it is barbaric in setting and 
in characters, the language has the 
smooth beauty of the other three 
plays. It snows all the careful, al- 
most exquisite choice of words and 


s| phrasing that mark every poem, 


x 


every article, every р!ау by 
{| Ehrmann.” 

The preface is by Mrs. Ehrmann. 
* The style ischarming and reflects 
>the individuality of Mrs. Ehrmann 
evidenced in her own articles and > 
book. It is a very fitting introduc- 6 
tion to Max Ehrmann's Dune 


Mz. 


Eg 5c :em-- 
vassador, and critics of leading! 


Ps 


